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3 
OO,   EDMUND,  JOIN  THE  MARTIAL    THRONG. 


Go  Edmund,  join  the  martial  throng. 

And  nobly  seek  an  honour'd  name. 
Go  pour  the  tide  of  war  along, 

And  climb  tlie  rugged  steep  of  fame. 
Yet,  yet  forgive  a  maiden's  fear. 

Whilst  valour's  toilsome  paths  3'ou  prove 
Oh  !  sometimes  wipe  the  pensive  tear. 

And  sweetly  think  of  mo  and  love. 


On  Erin's  sod  you  drew  your  breath. 

From  her  you  caught  the  patriot  glow. 
Whose  children  spurn  the  thoughts  of  death. 

And  foremost  meet  the  daring  foe ; 
Yet  whilst  with  pride  you  scorn  to  fly, 

Or  from  the  brow  of  battle  move ; 
Oh  !  sometimes  breathe  Ihe  tender  sigh. 

And  dearly  think  ol  me  and  love. 


Should  Fate  your  early  fall  decree. 

Far,  far  from  Erin's  parent  shore. 
Where  ne'er  my  doating  eyes  might  see 

Those  looks  of  manly  beauty  more  ; 
To  heav'n  should  rise  the  fervent  pra3^er. 

To  meet  in  lasting  bliss  above ; 
Within  my  breast  the  wound  I'd  bear. 

And  meekly  die  for  j-ou  and  love. 


IRISH   WAR   SONG. 


Bright  sun,  before  whose  glorious  ray. 

Our  Pagan  fathers  bent  the  knee; 
"Whose  pillar  altars  yet  can  say, 

When  time  was  yonng  our  sirea  were  free— 
Who  seest  how  fallen  their  oflfspring  be — 

Our  matrons'  tears — pur  patriot's  gore  ; 
We  swear  before  high  Heaven  and  thee. 

The  Saxon  holds  us  slaves  no  more  ! 


Our  Sunburst  on  the  Roman  foe 

Flash'd  vengeance  once  in  foreign  field — 

On  Clontarf's  plnn  lay  scathed  low 

What  power  the  Sea-kings  fierce  could  wield 

Bein  Bnrb  might  say  whose  cloven  shield 
'Neath  bloo.ly  hoofs  was  trampled  o'er ; 

And  by  these  memories  high,  we  yield 

,     Our  linabs  to  Saxon  chains  no  more  ! 

The  lairseach  wild,  whose  trembling  string 

Had  long  the  "  song  of  sorrow"  spoke. 
Shall  bid  the  wild  Rosg-Cata  sing 

The  curse  and  crime  of  Saxon  yoke. 
And,  by  each  heart  his  bondage  broke — 

Each  exile's  sigh  on  distant  shore — 
Each  martyr  'nealh  the  headraans  stroke^ 

The  Saxon  holds  us  slaves  no  more  I 


Send  the  loud  war-cry  o'er  the  main — 

Your  Sunburst  to  the  breezes  spread  ; 
That  slognn  rends  the  heaven  in  twain — 

The  earth  reels  back  beneath  3-our  tread, 
Ye  Saxon  despots,  hear,  and  dread — 

Your  march  o'er  patriot  hearts  is  o'er — 
That  shout  hath  told — that  tramp  hath  said, 

Our  country  s  sons  are  slaves  no  more  I 


5 

liAMENT     FOR     THE     DEATH     OF     EOGHAN 

RUADH    O'NEIL. 

Time— loth  Nov.,  1649.  Scene— Ormond's  Gamp,  County  "Waterford. 
Speakers -a  Veteran  of  Owen  O'Neil's  clan,  and  one  of  the  horse- 
men just  arrived  with  an  account  of  his  death. 

••  Did  they  dare,  did  they  dare  to  slay  Owen  Eoe  O'Neil !" 
•*  Yes,  tliey  slew  with  poison  him  they  feared  to  meet  with  steel." 
*  May  God  wither  up  their  hearts!    May  their  blood  cease  to  flow ! 
May  they  walk  in  living  death,  who  poisoned  Owen  Eoe  ! 

Though  it  break  my  heart  to  hear,  say  again  the  bitt«r  words." 
"From  Derry,  against  Cromwell,  be  marched  to  measure  swords ; 
But  the  weapon  of  tbo  Saxon  met  bim  on  bis  way, 
And  be  died  at  Cloc  TJactair.  upon  Saint  Leonard's  Day." 

'•  Wail,  wail  ye  for  The  Mighty  One  !    Wail,  wail  y©  for  the  Dead ; 
Qitench  the  hearth,  and  bold  tbe  breath— with  ashes  strew  the  head. 
How  tenderly  we  loved  him  !     How  deeply  we  deplore  ! 
Holy  Saviour  !    but  to  think  we  shall  never  see  him  more- 

Sagestin  the  council  was  be,  kindest  in  tbe  hall, 
Sure  we  never  won  a  battle— 'Twas  Owen  won  tliem  all. 
Had  he  lived— bad  be  lived— our  dear  country  bad  been  free; 
But  he's  dead,  but  he's  dead,  and  'tis  slaves  we'll  ever  he. 

O'Farrell  and  Clanricarde,  Preston  and  Hed  Hugh, 
Audley  and  MacMabon— ye  are  valiant,  wise,  and  true ; 
But— what  are  ye  all  to -our  darling  who  is  gone  ? 
The  Rudder  of  our  SLip  was  he,  our  Castle's  corner-stone  ! 

Wail,  wail  him  tbrongb  the  Island  !    Weep,  weep  for  our  pride ! 
Would  that  on  the  battle-field  our  gallant  chief  tad  died! 
'  Weep  the  Victor  of  Beinu  Burh— t\'eep  bim,  yonng  men  and  old  ; 
Weep  for  him,  ye  women— ^our  Beautiful  lies  cold! 

We  thought  you  woiud  not  die-we  were  sure  you  would  not  go. 
And  leave  us  in  our  utmost  need  to  Cromwell's  cruel  blow- 
Sheep  without  a  shepherd,  when  tbo  snow  shuts  ont  the  sky: 
Oh!  why  did  you  leave  us,  Owen  ?    Why  did  you  die  ! 

Soft  as  woman's  was  your  voice,  O'Neil  !  bright  was  your  eye 
Oh  :  why  did  you  leave  us.  Owen  ?  why  did  you  die  ? 
Tour  troubles  are  all  over,  you're  at  rest  with  God  on  high  ;     ^^ 
But  we're  slaves,  and  we're  orphans,  Owen !  why  did  you  die  ? 


THE  PRICE  or  PREEDOM. 

Man  of  Ireland — heir  of  sorrow — 
"-     Wronged,  insulted,  scorned,  oppressed— 
"Wilt  thou  never  see  that  morrow 

When  thy  weary  heart  may  rest  ? 
Lift  thine  eyes,  thou  outraged  creature  ; 

Nay,  look  up,  ior  Man  tliosi  art — 
Man  in  form,  in  frame,  and  feature — 

Wliy  not  act  man's  godiike  part  ? 

Think,  reflect,  inquire,  examine, 

Is't  for  this  God  gave  you  birth — 
With  the  spectre  look  ol  famine, 

Thus  to  creep  along  the  earth  ? 
Does  this  world  contain  no  treasures 

Fit  for  thee,  as  Man,  to  wear  ? — 
Does  lliis  life  abound  in  pleasures, 

And  thou  askest  not  to  share  ? 

Look  !  the  nations  are  awaking — 

Every  chain  that  bound  them  burst. 
At  the  crystal  fountain  slaking 

With  parched  lips  their  fever  thirst  1 
Ignorance,  the  demon,  fleeing. 

Leaves  unlocked  the  fount  they  sii) — 
Wilt  thou  not,  thou  wretched  being, 

Stoop  and  cool  thy  burning  lip  ? 

History^s  lessons,  if  thou'lt  read  'em, 
All  proclaim  this  truth  to  thee ; 

Knowledge  is  the  price  of  freedom- 
Know  thyself,  und  thou  art  free  ! 

[1] 


PBIC^  i*BEEDOM.— [Concluded. 

Know,  oh  Man!  tliy  proud  vocation- 
Stand  erect,  with  calm,  clear  brow — 

Happy,  happy!  were  our  nation 
If  thou  hadst  that  knowledge  now  I 

Know  thy  wretched,  sad  condition — 

Know  the  ills  that  keep  thee  so — 
Knowledge  is  the  sole  physician — 

Thou  wert  healed  if  thou  didst  know! 
Those  who  crush,  and  scorn,  and  slight  thee~> 

Those  to  whom  you  once  would  kneel-i> 
Were  the  foremost  then  to  right  thee, 

If  thou  felt  as  thou  shouldst  feel  I 

Kot  as  beggars  lowly  bending — 

Kot  in  sighs,  and  groans,  and  tears — 
But  a  voice  of  thunder  sending 

Through  thy  tvrant  brother's  ear»' 
Tell  him  he  is  not  thy  master — 

Tell  him  of  man's  common  lot — 
Feel  life  has  but  one  disaster — 

To  be  a  slave,  and  know  it  not  I 

If  thou  knew  what  knowledge  giveth^* 

It  thou  knew  how  blest  is  he 
Who  in  Freedom's  presence  liveth, 

Thou  wouldst  die,  or  else  be  free ! 
Round  about  he  looks  in  gladness — 

Joys  in  heaven,  and  earth,  and  sea— 
Scarcely  heaves  a  sigh  of  sadness. 

Save  in  thoughts  of  such  as  thee  I 

P] 


THE  UNION 


How  (lid  they  pass  the  Union  ? 

By  perjury  and  fraud  ; 
By  slaves,  who  sold  for  place  or  gold 

Their  country  and  their  God  ; 
By  all  the  savage  acts  that  yet 

Have  followed  England's  track: 
The  pitchcap  and  the  bayonet, 

The  gibbet  and  the  rack 
And  thus  was  passed  the  Union 

By  Pitt  and  Castlereagh : 
Could  Satan  send  for  such  an  end 

More  worthy  tools  than  they  ? 


How  thrive  we  by  the  Union  ? 

Look  round  your  native  land  I 
111  ruined  trade  and  wealth  decayed 

See  slavery's  surest  brand ; 
Our  glory  as  a  nation  gone  — 

Our  sulwtanee  drained  away — 
A.  wretched  province  trampled  on. 

Is  all  we've  left  to-day. 
Then  curse  with  me  the  Union, 

That  juggle  foul  and  base, 
The  baneful  root  that  bore  such  fruit 

Of  ruin  and  disgrace. 


And  shall  it  last,  this  Union, 

To  frrind  and  waste  us  so? 
O  e,r  hill  and  lea,  from  sea  to  sea. 

All  Ireland  thunders,  No  ! 
Eight  million  neckS  are  stiff  to  bow — 
.    We  know  our  njight  as  men— 
"We  conquered  once  before,  and  now  - 

"We'll  conquer  once  iifrain  ;' 
And  rend  the  cursed  Union, 

And  fling  it  to  the  wind— 
And  Ireland's  laws  and  Ireland's  cause, 

Alone  our  hearts  shall  bind  1 
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OTJKSELVES  ALONE. 


The  work  that  should  to-day  be  wrought 

Defer  not  till  to-morrow  ; 
The  help  that  should  -within  be  sought, 

Scorn  from  without  to  borrow. 
Old  maxims  these— yet  stout  and  true — 

Tliey  speak  in  trumpet  tone; 
To  do  at  once  what  is  to  do, 

And  trust  ourselves  alone. 


Too  long  our  Irish  hearts  we  schooled 

In  patient  hope  to  bide  ; 
By  dreams  of  English  justice  fooled. 

And  English  loilgnes  that  lied* 
That  hour  of  weak  delusion's  past 

The  empty  dream  has  flown  ; 
Our  hope  and  strength,  we  find  at  last, 

la  in  ourselves  alone. 


Aye  !  bitter  hate,  or  cold  neglect, 

Or  lukewarm  love  at  best ; 
Is  all  we've  found,  or  can  expect, 

"We  aliens  of  the  wc-st. 
ITo  fri-  nd  beyond  her  own  green  shore, 

Can  Erin  truly  own  ; 
Yet  stronger  is  her  trust,  therefore, 

In  her  brave  sons  alone. 


Kenieinber  when  our  lot  was  worse- 
Sunk,  trampled  to  the  dust; 

'Twas  long  our  weakness  and  our  curse, 
In  stranger  aid  to  trust. 

And  if  at  length,  we  proudly  trod 
On  bigot  laws  o'erthrown  ; 

Who  won  that  struggle  ?    Under  God, 
Ourselves — ourselves  alone. 


Oh,  let  its  memory  be  enshrined 

In  Ireland's  heart  forever  ; 
It  proves  a  banded  people's  mind 

Must  win  in  just  endeavor. 
It  shows  how  wicked  to  despair. 

How  weak  to  idly  groan —  ^j^ 

If  ills  at  others'  hands  ye  bear, 

TLie  cure  is  in  your  own.  ,  3oTl 

.jxjn  etli  ill 

The  foolish  wovd  "impossible." 

At  once,  tor  aye  disdain;        _  cOl  3'lil  Liod  1 

No  power  can  bar  a  people's  will  ,  ,  _ 

A  people's  riirht  to  gain.  J  'i«  ,2ajli:d-l  11973. 

Be  bold,  united,  firmly  set,  ,  .  ,, 

Nor  flincli  in  word  or  tone—    OU  3lJCl— OVlVdl  ^bM 
We'll  be  a  glorious  nation  yet. 

Redeemed— erect—alone,   


STANZAS. 

By  Thomas  Fuulomg. 

(Supposed  to  be  written  on  the  night  that  the  Act  of  Legislatire 
Uuiou  became  the  law  of  the  land. J 

Oh  !  Ireland,  my  country — the  hour 

Of  thy  pride  and  thy  splendor  hath  pass'd  ; 
And  the  chain  that  was  spurned  in  the  moment  ol  power. 

Hangs  heavy  around  thee  at  last. 
There  are  marks  in  the  late  of  each  clime— 

Tliere  aic  turns  in  tlie  fortunes  of  men. 
But  the  changes  of  realms,  or  the  chances  of  time. 

Can  never  lestore  tUee  again. 

Thou  art  chain'd  to  Ihe  wheel  of  the  foe, 

By  links  that  the  world  shall  not  sever. 
With  thy  tyrant,  thro*  stoi-m  and  thro'  calm  thou  Shalt  go. 

And  thy  sentence  is  bondage  forever. 
Thou  art  doom'd  for  the  thankless  to  toil, 

Thou  art  left  lor  the  proud  to  disdain , 
And  the  blood  of  thy  sons,  and  the  wealth  of  thy  soul, 

Shall  be  wasted  and  wasted  in  vain. 


Thy  riches  with  taunts  shall  be  taken. 

Thy  valor  with  coldness  repaid. 
And  of  millions  who  see  thee  thus  sunk  and  foi*8:iken, 

Not  one  shall  stand  forth  in  thine  aid. 
In  the  nations  thy  place  is  left  void. 

Thou  art  lost  in  the  list  of  the  free. 
Even  realms,  by  the  plague  of  the  earthquake  destroy'd, 

May  revive — but  no  hope  is  for  thee. 
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THE    IBISH    MOTHER*S    LAStENT. 

Tm  kneeling  by  your  grave,  aroon  t  the  <autamn  sun  shines  bright, 
Flinging  upon  the  grassy  mound  a  flood  of  golden  light; 
The  flowers  I  tended  for  your  sake  are  drooping  one  by  one. 
While  I  must  weep  in  hopeless  grief  above  your  grave,  my  son. 

The  -withered  leaves  are  showering  down,  they  cannot  break  your 

rest ; 
And.  fair  and  bright  the  gorgeous  pall  tliey've  flung  upon  your  breast) 
I  saw  them  bud  and  blossom  forth,  beneath  the  soft  spring  sky. 
But  little  dreamed  that  you,  my  son,  should  be  the  first  to  die. 

I  knew  that  want  had  paled  your  cheek,  that  hunger  cast  its  blight 
Upon  the  crimson  lip,  and  eye,  whose  very  glance  was  light ! 
I  knew  thy  powerful  arm  grew  weak,  the  sweet  voice  lost  its  tone ; 
"'TetatiU  watched  on,  iu  trembling  fear,  till  death  the  struggle  won. 

I  longed  to  yield  with  cheerfulness  the  treasure  lent  to  me, 
;  But  vainly  strove  to  bow  the  will,  although  Ibeut  the  knee. 
Oh!  t'Trible  the  inward  strife  that  rends  the  mother's  heart! 
They  only  know  who've  felt  the  pang,  how  hard  it  is  to  part. 

I  "Was  there  not  plenty  in  the  land !  the  earth  gave  forth  her  store — 
The  glad  and  fruitful  mother  earth,  with  riches  brimming  o'er; 
Not  for  the  slave  who  tilled  the  soil  the  garnered  wealth  was  won; 
Our  tyrant  masters  gorged  their  fi.ll,  and  murdered  thee,  my  son  ! 

JJTere  there  not  statiely  homes  enough,  that  onr  roof-tree  most  fall, 
■On  tlie  forsaken  green  hillside  I  see  the  blacliened  wall ; 
Be  calm,  my  heart,  in  faith  abide,  God  will  not  still  endure 
That  tyrant  hands  shall  desecrate  the  dwellings  of  the  poor. 

The  dwellings  of  the  virtuous  poor,  the  homes  of  poverty. 
Are  sacred  in  the  sight  of  God,  though  humble  tliey  maybe, 
Beneath  the  holy  cabin  roof  the  truest  prayers  may  rise, 
And  many  a  sufl'ering  spirit  there,  is  fashioned  for  the  skies 

'iMavourncen  !  hark,  the  bitter  winds  are  howling  round  yotir  home. 
Sleep  on  in  peace,  my  own  one,  sleep,  your  mother  soon  will  come; 
The  autumn  leaves  are  showering  down  upon  your  place  of  rest, 
And  bright  and  beautiful  the  pall  that  wraps  your  gentle  breast. 
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I  y  TBiE  ANTh-lRISn   IRISHMAN, 

From  polar  seas  to.  tornJ  climes. 

Where'er  the  trace  of  man  is  touml, 
What  common  feeling'  marks  our  kind. 

And  sanctifies  each  spot  of  i^round  ? 
What  virtue  in  the  human  heart. 

The  finest  tribute  can  command  f 
The  dearest,  purest,  holiest  best. 

The  lasting  love  of  Fatlierland, 

Tlien  who's  the  wretch  that  basely  spurns. 

The  ties  of  country,  kindred,  iriends — 
Tliat  barters  every  nobler  aim. 

For  sordid  views — for  private  ends? 
One  slave  :dono  on  earth  you'll  find, 

Through  Nature's  universal  span, 
So  lost  to  virtue,  dead  to  shame* 

The  anti-Irish  Irishman, 

Our  fields  are  fertile,  rich  our  floods. 

Our  mountains  bold,  majestic,  grand, 
Our  air  is  balm  and  every  breeze, 

Wings  health  around  our  native  land. 
But  wlto  despises  all  our  cliarms, 

And  mocks  her  gifts  where'er  he  can  ? 
Who,  he,  the  Korman's  sneaking  slave, 

The  anti-irish  Irishman. 

The  Norman — spawn  of  fraud  and  guile, 

Ambitious  sought  our  peaceful  shore. 
And  leagued  with  native  guilt,  despoiled. 

And  deluged  Erin's  fields  with  gore! 
Who  gave  the  foeman  footing  here  ? 

What  wretch  unholy  led  her  van? 
The  prototype  of  modern  slaves, 

An  anti-Irish  Irishman. 

[1] 
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THE  ANTI-imSH,  &c.— [Concluded. 

For  ages  rapine  ruled  our  plains. 

And  shuigliter  raised  "  his  rod  right  hand; 
And  virgins  shriek'd  ! — and  roof-trees  blaz'd — 

And  desolation  swept  the  land, 
And  who  would  not  those  ills  airest, 

Or  aid  the  patriotic  plan, 
¥o  burst  his  country's  galling  chains? 

The  anti-Irish  Irishman  1 

Hurrah!  "the  sunburst!"— Once  again. 

Our  oriflamnie  is  on  the  gale, 
With  shamrock  wreaths  encircling. 

The  blazonVl  glorious  words  '*  Kepeal  !'* 
The  coward  slave  that  quits  his  post, 

Let  Argus  eyes  the  traitor  scan, 
And  intamv  eternal  brand, 
'    The  anti-Irish  Irishman  ! 


KATTY  DARLING,    (a  parody) 

Och,  Katty.  my  darlin',  your  rest  I'll  be  breaking. 

For  the  crow  of  the  ould  cock  is  heard  on  the  hill, 
An'  the  devv  trom  his  cape,  now  tlie  peeler  is  shakin'. 

Yet,  Katty  my  dariiu',  youVe  slumbering  still. 
Ooh !  have  ye*s  forgotten  the  promise  ye's  made  me. 

Of  yer  bea  and  yer  board  was-nt  I  lo  have  part. 
For  a  week,  for  a  month,  if  I  liked  it  forever  ; 

Tlien,  dearest,  wake  up,  hear  the  voice  of  my  heart. 

Wake,  Katty,  my  darlln',  arise  ft  om  the  floor  now, 

And  the  glim  that  is  out  with  a  lucifer  light ; 
Och  !  where  is  the  bell,  that  once  liung  at  thy  door,  now 

Arise  in  thy  beauty  and  let's  in  to-night. 
Och  !  Katty,  och  !  murder?  the  rain  is  last  fallin*. 

To  think  now,  that  only  a  door  should  us  part, 
May  be  you've  no  cars,  so  yo".  can't  hear  me  bawlin*. 

Oh  why  are  you  deal  to  tlie  voice  of  my  heart. 

p] 
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THE  WEST»S  ASLEEP. 

When  all  beside  a  vigil  keep, 
The  West's  asleep,  the  West's  asleep — 
Alas  !  and  well  may  Erin  weep, 
When  Connacht  lies  in  slumber  deep ; 
There  hike  and  plain  smile  lair  end  tree, 
'Mid  rocks — tlieir  guardian  chivalry — 
Sing  oh  I  let  man  learn  liberty 
From  crashing  wind  and  lashing  sea. 

That  chainless  wave  and  lovely  land, 
Freedom  and  Nationhood  demand, 
Be  sure,  the  great  God  never  phuin'd 
For  slumbering  slaves  a  home  so  grand. 
And,  long  a  brave  and  haughty  race, 
Honored  and  sentinelled  the  place — 
Sing  oh  !  not  even  their  sons'  dis;;race. 
Can  quite  destroy  their  glory's  trace. 

For  often  in  O'Connor's  van, 
To  triumph  dash'd  each  Connacht  clan— 
And  fleet  as  deer  the  Normans  ran, 
Through  Coirrsliabh  Pass  and  Ard  Kathain. 
And  later  times  saw  deeds  as  brave  ; 
And  glory  guards  Chmricarde's  grave — 
Slug  oh !  they  died  their  land  to  save. 
At  Aughrim's  slopes  and  Shannon's  wave. 

And  if,  when  all  a  vigil  keep. 

The  West's  asleep,  the  West's  asleep— 

A  as!  and  well  may  Erin  weep, 

That  Connacht  lies  in  slumber  deep. 

But — haik  ! — souie  voice  like  thunder  spake. 

The  Wc  Cs  aioake,  the  WesVs  awake  V — 

Sin;;  oil  !  hurrah  !  let  England  quake, 

We'll  watch  lili  death  lor  Erin's  sake! 
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HE   SAID  THAT   H£  WAS  NOT  OUR  BROTHER. 

He  said  that  he  was  not  our  brother — 

The  mongrel !  he  said  what  ho  knew — 
No,  Erie !  our  dear  Island  mother, 

He  ne'er  had  his  black  blood  from  you  ? 
And  what  though  the  milk  of  your  bosom 

Gave  vigour  and  health  to  his  veins  — 
He  was  but  a  foul  toreign  blossom. 

Blown  hither  to  poison  our  plains ! 

He  said  that  tlie  sword  had  enslaved  us— 

That  still  at  its  point  we  must  kneel,— 
The  liar  ! — though  often  it  braved  us. 

We  cross'd  it  with  hardier  steel ! 
This  witness  his  Richard — our  vassal! 

His  Essex — whose  plumes  we  trod  down  I 
His  Willy — whose  peerless  sword  tassel 

We  tarnish'd  at  Limerick  town  1 

No  '  falsehood  and  feud  were  our  evils, 

While  force  not  a  letter  could  twine — 
Come  Northmen — come  Normans — come  Devils  I 

We  give  them  our  Sparth  to  the  chine  ! 
And  if,  once  again  he  would  try  us. 

To  the  music  of  trumpet  and  drum, 
And  no  traitor  among  us  or  nigh  us — 

Let  him  come,  the  Bj-igand !  let  him  come ! 
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THE  APPEAL. 


Weary  and  spiri  -wore, 

Bleedinfi:  from  every  pore. 
Wrong  casting  more  and  more 
Wrecks  on  her  way  ; 
Eudderless,  pilotless,  shifiles.^,  in  sore  distress, 
Ireland  lies  helplessly  prostrate  to-day. 

Struggling  for  life  and  air. 
Foot  sore  and  boson j  bare. 
Mourning  her  hopes  so  lair, 
Faded  and  gonp: ; 
Painfully,  wearily,  iiard  set  and  drearily, 
Grasping  at  sliadows  tliat  ever  flit  on, 


Who  shall  assuage  her  pain  ? 

AVho  sliall  bid  freedom  reign? 

Who  bring  back  peace  again, 

Home  to  our  isle  ?  [him. 

True  souls  shall  meet  him.  and  strong  hetirts  shall  gieet 
Reflecting  the  sunrise  ol  liberty's  smile. 


Who  will  our  i)urpose  aid  ? 

Wiiere  shall  our  choice  be  made? 

Where  the  men  not  afraid 

Erin  to  free  ? 
Deceived  and  deceiving,  betrayed  wlien  believing» 
The  bitter  fruit  bearing  of  long  slavery. 

Prophets  and  Saints  of  old, 

Sires  ot  our  Fathers  bold, 

Rise  trom  your  graves  so  cold. 

Waken  the  few — 
The  faithful  and  true  men,  a  host,  tho'  a  lew  men, 
Who'll  shield  us  trom  danger,  and  teacli  us  to  DO. 


Ah.  they  will  defend  us, 

And  rise  to  betriend  us. 

Whom  kind  Heaven  sends  us, 

They  never  lorget 
How  we  kissed  the  grim  lialter,  for  love  of  the  Altar, 
And  sealed  with  our  lifeblood  the  bond  of  their  debt. 

[13 
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THE  APPBAIi.--[(JONeLtJDED. 

.iUiUi  Jii'»UH;: 

Down  in  tile  forest  glen, 

Hiding  in  savage  deii, 

Fighting  the  Saxon  men, 

Years  ot  tlie  past ; 
Smiling  in  sorrow's  lace,  writliing  in  dark  disgrace, 
Yielding  e'en  lite  itself,  true  to  tlie  last. 

Oft  on  the  scaffold  high 

Rang  Erin's  dearest  cry. 

Up  to  the  listening  sky, 

*'  Soggarth  Aroon  ;"  [amidst  us 

The  hell-hounds  who  whipped  us.  stood  awe-struck 
Tiiat  they  ere  cume  between  us,  oh,  Erin. ma  vrc^^^! 

Brave  were  the  hearts  that  bled, 

Bitter  the  teais  that  shed. 

Never  Irom  danger  fled, 

Never  Irom  shiune ; 
And  thev  stinted  not  measure,  of  blood  or  ot  treasure, 
To  shelter  their  Soggartli,  and  halo  his  name, 


Priests  of  bur  Irish  land. 
Bishops,  wljom  Heaven's  Imnd 
Placed  in  your  higli  command, 
Pause  well  to-day; 
Ruin  and  vice  are  rife,  save  us  from  bitter  strife, 
Wolves  gatiier  round  us,  to  trample  and  slay. 


Alas,  for  the  poison  weeds 

Scatter  their  noxious  seeds. 

Gladly  the  serpent  feeds 

Thoughts  such  as  freeze  [us, 

The  old  feelings  that  bound  us,  and  treacherously'  round 
Spread  doubts  of  that  old  love,  that  grew  at  your  knees. 


Ere  the  dark  storm  gathers, 

O  God  of  our  tnthers, 
Awaken  the  sleeping,  give  strength  to  the  brave,  j^ 

And  let  Ireland^s  dark  story,  .  ,^^ 

Grow  bright  in  the  glory  ,,,  ,,] 

Of  the  priesthood  who  raised  her  from  slavery's  grave*  rT 
[21 
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0*BBI£N  THE  GOOD. 

A  patriot's  statue !  a  monument  built. 

Not  to  honor  some  scion  of  alien  blood  ; 
Not  raised  to  emblazen  the  triumph  of  guilt. 

But  graved  with  the  name  of  O'Brien  the  Good  I 

A  statue  to  Am— the  undaunted,  the  proud, 
The  soul  whom  no  bribe  couhl  corrupt  or  allure  ; 

His  form  raised  alofc  o'er  tlic  eddying  crowd, 
Lis  face  in  the  gaze  of  the  rich  and  the  poor. 

Oh  place  it  not  there,  lest  his  presence  should  cast 

A  reproach  on  the  tricksters  that  glide  at  his  feet, 
And  the  hand  of  the  lileless  seem  lifted  to  blast 

The  sycophants  fawning  rotmd  tyranny's  seat  1 
Oh,  place  it  not  tiiere,  lest  the  light  that  is  fled 

Sliould  glitter  an  instant  again  in  those  eyes, 
And  a  curse  seem  to  fall  Irom  the  lips  of  the  dead 

On  the  vileness  that  revels  where  liberty  dies. 
Not  there— in  the  heart  of  the  passer  below 

A  spark  might  be  lit  from  the  patriot's  shrine. 
And  the  charm  of  his  presence  enkindle  the  glow 

That  ennobles  the  slave  and  makes  manhood  divine. 

Not  there— for  the  lessons  men  draw  from  his  giave 
Can  no  longer  be  taught  in  the  land  where  he  lies — 

His  name  must  be  barred  to  the  lips  of  the  slave, 
And  his  monument  hid  from  his  countrymen's  eyes. 

Not  there  shall  they  build  it !     Some  robber  who  sailetl 

'Neath  the  banner  of  Britain  thrice  purpled  in  blood, 
Some  cut-throat  whom  England  as  victor  has  hailed — 

Let  his  be  the  place  of  O'Brien  the  Good. 
The  princes  who  scourged  us  with  stripes  and  with  chains, 

And  those  known  alone  for  their  greed  and  their  lust, 
Mav  fill  each  unoccupied  site  that  remains, 

But  no  spot  can  be  spared  to  O'Brieii  the  Just. 
Yes,  hide  it  away  ;  in  some  tenant  less  lane, 

Some  bye-way  surrounded  by  ruins  and  mud, 
Where  the  stranger,  bewildered,  may  seek  it  in  vain» 

Let  the  marble  be  raised  to  O'Brien  the  Good. 
Yes,  hide  it  away— for  the  pride  of  his  lace, 

Their  virtues  and  zeal  were  interred  with  his  clay, 
And  the  sight  of  those  features  might  startle  t!»e  base, 

And  crimson  the  cheeks  of  his  country  to-day. 

But  hear  it,  ye  false  ones,  the  oath  that  goes  round, 
Ere  the  hands  that  have  pledged  it  shall  witlier  to  dust 

In  the  land  that  he  loved  shall  a  statue  be  crowned. 
By  the  hands  of  the  tree  to  O'Brien  the  Just. 


19 


O'OONNOB'S  CUBSE. 


••  And  go  !  CI  cried)  the  combat  seek, 
Te  hearts  that  anappalled  bore 
The  auguisli  of  a  sister's  shriek, 
Go  ' — and  return  no  more  I 
For  sooner  guile  the  ordeal  brand 
Sh.'ill  grwsp  unhurt,  than  ye  nliall  hold 
The  banner  witli  victorious  hand, 
Beneath  a  sister's  curse  unroU'd. 

0  stranger  !  by  my  country's  loss  ! 
And  by  my  love  !  and  by  the  cross ! 

1  gwear  I  never  could  have  spoke 
The  curse  that  sever'd  nature's  yoke, 
But  that  a  spirit  o'er  me  stood, 

And  fired  me  with  the  wrathful  mood; 
And  frenzy  to  ray  heart  was  given; 
To  speak  the  malisou  of  heaven. 


•'  They  -would  have  cross'd  themselyes,  all  ninte ; 

Tliey  would  have  pray'd  to  burst  the  spell ; 

But  at  the  stamping  of  my  foot 

Each  hand  down  powerless  fell  1 

And  go  to  Athunree  !(l  cried) 

Higii  lift  the  banner  of  your  pride  f 

But  know  that  when  its  sheet  unrolls, 

Tlie  woiglit  of  blood  Is  on  your  soals. 

Go  where  the  havoc  of  your  kern© 

Shall  float  as  high  as  mountain  fern. 

Men  shall  no  more  your  mansion  know  ; 

The  notiles  on  your  hearth  shall  grow, 

Dead  as  the  green  oblivious  flood 

That  mantles  by  your  walls,  shall  be 

The  glory  of  O'Connor's  blood. 

Away,  away  to  Athunree. 

"Where,  downward  when  the  sun  shall  fall, 

Tlie  raven's  wing  shall  be  your  pall. 

And  not  a  vassal  shall  unlace 

The  vizor  from  your  dying  face. 


"  A  bolt  that  overhung  onr  dome 
Suspended  till  my  cui'se  was  given, 
Soon  as  it  pass'd  these  lips  of  foam, 
Peal'd  in  the  hlood-red  heaven. 
Dire  was  the  look  that  o'er  their  backs 
The  an'_:ry  parting  brothers  threw  : 
But  now,  behold  :  like  cataracts, 
Come  down  the  hills  in  view 
O'Connor's  plumeil  vartisans ; 
Thrice  ten  Inuisfallian clans 
Were  marcliin'i;  to  their  doom  ; 
A  sudden  at<>rm  their  plumage  toasM, 
A  flash  of  liiihtiiing  o'er  them  cross'd, 
And  all  again  was  gloom." 
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MAN'S  MISSION. 


Human  lives  are  silent  teaching — 

Be  they  earnest,  raikl,  and  true- 
Noble  deeds  are  noblest  preaching 

From  the  consecrated  few. 
Poet-Priests  their  anthems  singing. 
Hero  swords  on  corslet  ringing, 

When  Truth's  banner  is  unfurled 
Youthful  preachers,  genius-gifted, 
Pouring  forth  their  souls  uplifted. 

Till  their  preaching  slira  the  world. 


Each  must  work  as  God  has  given 

Hero  hand  and  poet  soul — ■ 
Work  is  duty  while  \ye  live  in    • 

This  weird  world  of  sin  and  dole. 
Gentle  spirits  lowly  kneeling. 
Lift  their  white  hands  up  appealing 

To  the  Throne  of  Heaven  s  King- 
Strongest  natures,  cu'minating. 
In  great  actions  incarnating 

What  another  can  but  s'.ng. 


Pure  and  meek-eyed  as  an  angel. 

We  must  strive — must  agonise  ; 
We  must  preach  the  saint's  evangel 
Ere  we  claim  the  saintly  prize- 
Work  for  a'l — for  worlc  is  holy — 
We  fu-fil  our  mission  polely 

When,  like  Heavou's  arch  above. 
Blend  our  souls  in  one  emblazon. 
And  the  social  diapason 
Sounds  the  perfect  chord  of  love. 

[1] 


MAN'S  MISSION.~[CoNCLUDED. 


Liife  is  combat,  life  is  striving, 

Such  our  destiny  below — 
Like  a  scythed  chariot  driving 

Throui^h  an  onward  pressing  foe. 
Deepest  sorrow,  scorn   and  trial 
Will  but  teach  us  self-denial ; 

Like  the  Alchemists  of  old. 
Pass  the  ore  througix  cleansing  fire. 
If  our  spirits  would  aspire 

To  be  God's  refined  gold. 


"We  are  struggling  in  the  morning 

With  the  spirit  of  the  night. 
But  we  trample  on  it  scorning — 

Lo  1  the  eastern  sky  is  bright. 
We  must  watch.     The  day  is  breaking 
Soon  like  Memnon's  slatiid  waking 

With  the  sunrise  into  sound, 
Wc  shall  raise  our  voice  to  Heaven, 
Chant  a  hymn  for  conquest  given, 

Seize  the  palm,  nor  heed  the  wound. 


We  must  bend  our  thought  to  earnest, 

Would  we  strike  the  Idols  down; 
With  a  purpose  of  the  sternest 

Take  the  Cross  and  wait  the  Crown. 
Sufferings  human  life  can  hallow, 
Sufferings  lead  to  God's  Valhalla — 

Meekly  bear,  but  nobly  try. 
Like  a  man  with  soft  tears  flowing. 
Like  a  God  with  conquest  glowing, 

So  to  love,  and  work,  and  die  1 
in 


A  PICTURE  OF  MXmSTERr 

Let  the  Pilgrim  of  Beauty  roam  on  as  he  mny, 

Prom  the  snows  of  the  north  to  the  regions  of  wine, 
"Wbat  space  can  unfold  in  tbe  light  of  the  day, 

In  glories  more  varied,  sweet  province,  than  thine  I 
Where  the  sun  that  at  morn  scatters  fire  on  the  crest 

Of  the  giant-browed  Galtees,  rounds  southward,  and  takes 
A  golden  farewell  ere  he  sinks  to  his  nest 

In  the  arbutus  bowers  of  the  legended  lakes. 
Hero  grey  castles  moulder  like  dreams  of  the  past. 

'Mid  the  sunshine  of  morn  and  tbe  dews  of  the  clime  > 
Here  round  towers,  haunted  with  shadows,  still  last 

On  the  evening  inland,  like  dials  of  Time. 
Streams  freshen  the  meadows  by  forests  of  green. 

By  moss  covered  Abbeys,  all  ruined  and  hare, 
Whose  lone  chancel  casements  at  twilight  are  seen 

Like  skeleton  hands  pointed  heavenward  in  prayer. 
Here  rise  the  great  hills  from  the  pasturing  plains — 

Here  goUlens  the  cornland  by  village  and  lea — 
Here  rolls  tiie  broad  Shannon,  enriched  with  the  rains. 

By  the  turrets  of  Limerick,  swift  to  the  sea. 
Ah  !  once  by  those  waters  great  argosies  cast 

From  their  broad  vans  at  sunset,  a  heroic  gloom: 
Ah  !  once  by  tbose  mquldering  battlements,  past 

The  dusky  browed  Spaniard  in  armour  and  plume. 
The  pageant  is  o'er,  but  the  blood  tliat  enshades 

The  peasant's  rich  cheek  from  that  fountain  is  drawn, 
And  glows  in  the  dewy-dark  eyes  of  her  maids, 

Like  the  sunned  Guadelquiver's  first  ripple  at  dsiwn. 
Here  feasted  tht-  chiefs  by  the  castles  broad  fire, 

And  swelled  the  wild  song  of  the  wandering  guest, 
'Till  the  memoried  music  he  struck  from  his  lyre. 

Stirred  the  sword  in  the  scabbard,  the  heart  iu  the  breast. 

Here  oft  as  the  battle  day  gloomed  o'er  the  flood. 
Their  fierce  cheers  gave  note  of  the  enemy's  flight, 

As  t  ey  marched  by  the  turi-ets  of  Desmond's  wild  wood. 
With  their  reddened  spears  raised  iu  the  evening  light. 

But  lo  !  while  we  muse  in  the  light  of  thy  streams, 
That  sparkle  in  fresh  diamond  dances  anigh. 

The  souls  of  thy  clime,  like  a  splendor  in  dreams. 
Descend  in  a  radiant  train  from  the  sky. 

Floals  up  from  the  Shannon  a  shadowy  blast, 
Were  great  Brian's  Kincora  lies  ruined  and  lone. 
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And  a  phantom  looks  down  from  the  cloads  of  the  pa»t. 
And  monrnfully  sighs  on  the  years  that  are  gone- 

When  discord  lay  dead  as  bis  steel-shiniuf^  hand 
"Waved  the  terror-struck  fleets  of  the  North-men  away; 

"When  Peace  crowned  Victory  shone  in  the  land 
Like  a  warrior's  plume  on  a  mid-summer  day. 

Unde  years,  hut  ennobled  hy  battle  and  toil, 

Proud  years,  that  still  rise  o'er  the  ages  at  rest, 
Like  turrets  that  look  o'er  a  fertilized  soil, 

As  they  moulder  in  mist  on  the  skirt  of  the  west. 
And  mark,  after  long  barren  ages  of  gloom, 

A  new  light  burns  broad  on  eternity's  wing, 
And  G  rattan  strides  proudly  by  Liberty's  tomb,  "^ 

"With  the  tongue  of  a  prophet,  the  brain  of  a  king : 
Great  chieftain  of  Freedom,  prond  Erin's  alone, 

"Whose  soul  like  a  thunder-cloud  born  in  the  blue, 
Could  shako  to  its  centre,  the  foreigner's  throne. 

While  it  nurtured  the  sweet  native  green  with  its  dew. 
"Who  treads  by  his  side  o'er  the  pui-ple  belled  Loath, 

With  wild  scattered  hair  o'er  that  forehead  so  wan. 
"Whence  flashes  the  upturned  eye  from  its  sheath. 

With  a  glance  like  the  brown-hooded  falcon's  at  dawn  ? 
Ah  !  rich  native  Fancy,  thy  flame  never  lit 

Such  splendors  as  swarmed  from  our  Curran's  bright  brain 

Scintillant  as  spar,  to  the  sparkle  of  wit, 

Yet  soft  as  the  blossom  enriched  with  the  rain. 
Orphan  Isle  of  the  Ocean  !  how  bright  is  thy  »way, 

Though  sadly  thou  sit'st  by  the  western  wave, 
When  the  song  of  thy  Moore  charms  the  world  on  its  way, 

When  the  brain  of  thy  Burke  rules  the  age  from  Lis  grave. 
Ah!  -when  shall  thy  Genius  arise  with  the  power 

To  guide  thy  old  storms  o'er  a  fertilized  mould, 
Pile  them  high  in  the  west  in  tranquility's  hour, 

And  magic  their  gloom  to  a  glory  of  gold, 
Pespalr  not— though  shadowed  bj'  memory  long. 

Great  spirits  shall  guard  thee  like  planets  of  flame, 
And  armored  by  heaven,  prolific  and  strong. 

With  the  youth  of  eternity  toil  for  thy  fame? 
Yea,  nurtured  to  life  by  the  aun  of  thy  clime, 

New  heroes  shall  pace  where  thy  Glories  have  trod, 
And  Voices,  yet  hushed  in  the  silence  of  Time, 

Boll  up  with  thine  old  living  echoes  to  Qod. 


A  NEW  YBAK'S  SONG. 


My  conntrymen.  awake  !  arise  ! 

Our  -work  begins  anew. 
Tour  mingled  voices  rend  tlie  skies, 

Your  hearts  are  firm  and  true; 
Tou've  bravely  marched  and  nobly  met 

Onr  little  green  isle  through  ; 
But.  oh  !  my  friends,  there's  something  yet 

For  Irishiueu  to  do ! 


As  long  as  Erin  hears  the  clink 

Of  base  ignoble  chains— 
As  long  as  one  detested  link 

Of  foreign  rule  remains — 
As  long  as  of  our  rightfai  debt 

One  smallest  fraction's  due, 
So  long,  my  frien  s,  there's  something^  yet 

For  Irishmen  to  do  ! 


Too  long  we've  borne  the  servile  j^oke — 

Too  long  the  slavish  chain — 
Too  long  in  feeble  accents  spoke, 

And  ever  spoke  in  vain — 
Our  wealth  has  filled  the  spoiler's  net, 

And  gorg'd  tlie  Saxon  crew  ; 
But  oh!  my  friends,  we'll  teach,  them  yet 

What  Irishmen  can  do. 


The  olive  branch  ii  in  our  hands. 

The  white  flag  floats  above  ; 
Peace  —peace  pervades  our  myriad  bands, 

And  prond  forgiving  love! 
But,  oh,  Jet  notour  foes  forget 

We're  men  as  Christians,  too. 
Prepared  to  do  for  Ireland  yet 

What  Irishmen  should  do. 


There's  not  a  man  of  all  our  land 

Our  country  now  can  spare, 
The  strong  man  witii  his  sinewy  hand, 

The  weak  man  with  his  prayer. 
No  whining  tone  of  mere  regret, 

Youug  Trisli  bards,  for  yu  ; 
But  let  your  songs  teach  Trolaud  yet 

What  Irishmen  should  do. 


And  wliereso'er  that  duty  Tead, 

There— there  your  post  should  be, 
The  coward  slave  is  never  freed,- 

The  brave  alone  ar^  free. 
Oh.  Freedom,  firmly  fixed  ate  set 

Our  longing  eves  on  you ; 
And  though  we'dio  for  Ireland  jret, 

So  Irishmen  should  do- 
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GREEN  PLU^IES  TO  GREY  JACKETS, 

By  Private  Mli.ES  O'Eeillt. 
Aiu  :— "  The  TVeaiing  of  the  Green." 
Ring  it  out- from  every  steeple,      •      ., 

Call  the  claus  from  every  fold,; 
We're  a  (lemocvatic  people, 

Ami  our  faUli  we  ineau  lo  hokl. 
"We're  for  mercy  to  the  bealeu  foe, 

For  brothers  We  have  been  ; 
A  iid  what'oppressioa  is  Ave  know, 
All  we  who  Wear  the  Greeu. 
Ays!  what  oppression  is  we  know. 

All  we  wiio  Wear  the  Gieeu— 
In  onr  very  bones  wliat  it  is  we  know, 
We  boys'  who  Wear  the  Green  ! 
"We  have  felt  it  in  our  Sireland, 

With  its  whip  onr  backs  aio  scored  ; 
;  '   ,Of  jbe  South  we'll   make  no  Ireland, 

Scourged  witli  famine  and  the  sword, 
'Tis  true  they  tried  the  rebel  frame 

But  punished  they  have  been  ; 
And  I  rather  think  we've  done  the  same, 
All  we  who  Wear  the  Green. 
We  onrselves  have  done  the  very  same. 

All  we  who  Wear  the  Green; 
And  we  hope  again  to  do  the  same, 
We  boys  who  Wear  the  Green  ! 
O.  Manhood's  proudest  duty, 

Is  to  fight  for  Manhood's  faith  ; 
And  true  courage  has  a  beauty. 

That  not  eveii  crime  can  scathe. 
Into  cliaos  they  plunged  headward,  boys. 

Their  guilt  we  do  not  screen  ; 
But  onr  Emmet  and  Lord  Edward,  boys. 
Did  likewise  for  the  Green  ! 
Aye  !  Hugh  O'Neil  and  Owen  lloe, 

Were  rebels  for  the  Green, — 
"Wolfe  Tone,  and  great  Lord  Edward,  D0J8, 
Did  likewise  for  the  Green  ! 
And  the  day  is  not  far  distant 

When  our  equal  boast  sh:,ll  be  ; 
That  our  country's  crown  is  glistened 
With  our  Hancock,  Grant  and  Leo. 
By  Stonewall  Jackson's  front  of  flame, 

"And  Siierraan  swift  and  keen  ; 
And  Meagher,  who  led  on  to  fame 
Us  boys  who  Wear  the  Green! 
Tom  Meagher,  whose  brigade  of  fame 

All  wore  the  plumes  of  Green, 
And  Sheridan,  whose  deathless  name 
Proclaims  he  Wears  the  Green  ! 
So  "  Mercy"  be  the  countersign 

And  ""Cfnion  "  the  parole  ; 
While  the  bugles  ring  along  our  line 

And  the  drums  for  battle  roll. 
And  the  cry  shuU  swell  from  every  mouth 

And  on  onr  flags  be  seen  ; 
"  We're  for  mercy  to  the  beaten  South, 
We  beaten  of  the  Green." 
We've  a  fellow-feeling  for  the  South, 

We  Rebels  of  the  Green  ; 
For  the  boys  who  wore  the  Grey  down  Soutn, 
We  boys  "who  Wore  the  Green  ! 


OUR  COURSE, 


"We  look'd  for  guidance  to  the  blind  f 

We  sued  for  counsel  to  the  dunibf 
Fling  the  vain  lancy  to  the  wind — 

Their  iiour  is  past,  and  ours  is  come; 
They  gave,  in  that  propitious  hour. 

Nor  khidly  look,  nor  gracious  tone, 
But  lieaven  has  not  denied  us  power, 

To  (10  their  duty  and  our  own. 


Ami  is  it  true,  that  tyrants  throw 

Their  shafts  among  us,  steeped  in  gall; 
And  every  arrow,  swift  or  slow, 

Points  foremost  still,  ascent  or  fall — 
Still  sure  to  wound  us,  tho'  the  aim 

Seem  taen  remotely,  or  amiss ? 
And  men  with  spirits  feel  no  shame 

To  brook  so  dark  a  doom  as  this. 


Alas  1  the  nobles  of  the  land. 

Are  like  our  long-deserted  halls, 
No  living  voices,  clear  and  grand, 

Respond  when  loe  or  freedom  calls; 
But  ever  and  anon  ascends. 

Low  moaning,  when  the  tempest  rolls; 
A  tone,  that  desolation  lends. 

Some  crevice  of  their  ruined  souls. 


So  be  it— yet  shall  we  prolong. 

Our  prayers,  when  deeds  would  serve  our  need ; 
Or  wait  for  woes,  the  swift  and  stro!»g, 

Can  ward  by  strength  or  'scape  by  speed, 
The  vilest  of  the  vile  ot  earth. 

Were  nobler  than  our  proud  array, 
If,  snffejing  bondage  from  our  birth. 

We  will  not  burst  it  when  we  may. 


And  has  the  bondage  not  been  borne 
Till  all  our  softer  nature  fled — 

Till  tryanny's  dark  tide  had  worn, 
Down  to  the  stubborn  rock  its  bed, 
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But  if  the  current  cold  and  deep, 

That  channel  through  all  time  retah), 

At  worst,  by  heaven  !  it  shall  not  sweep, 
Unruffled  o'er  our  liearts  again. 


Up  lor  the  land — 'tis  ours — 'tis  ours — 

The  proud  man's  sympathies  are  all. 
Like  silvery  clouds,  whose  faithless  showers, 

Couje  froz'n  to  hailstones  in  their  lall. 
Oui  freedom  and  the  sea-bird's  food. 

Are  hid  beneath  deep  ocean  waves. 
And  who  should  search  and  sound  the  flood, 

Jf  not  the  sea-birds  and  the  slaves  ? 


UR.  ROOIIEY'S  TRAVELS. 


In  Ireland  so  frisky,  with  sweet  girls  and  wliisky, 

We  managed  to  keep  care  and  sorrow  aloof; 
Our  whirling  revels  made  all  tl)e  blue  devils 

Creep  out  with  the  smoke  through  a  liole  in  the  roof. 
But  well  I  remember,  one  foggy  November, 

My  mother  cried.  Go  make  your  fortune,  my  lad ; 
Go  bother  the  ninnies  clean  out  of  their  guineas, 

Away  then  I  scampered  from  Ballinatad. 

Then  to  seek  for  promotion,  I  walk'd  the  wide  ocean, 

Was  shipwreck'd,  and  murder'd  and  sold  for  a  slave. 
Over  ujountains  and  rivers,  was  pelted  to  shivers, 

And  met  on  dry  land  with  a  watery  grave. 
But  now  Mr.  Jew-man,  has  made  maue  me  a  new-man 

And  whisky  and  Mammora  make  my  heart  glad. 
To  the  sweet  flowing  Liftey  I'm  ofl  in  a  jiflfey, 

With  a  wnack  lor  old  Ireland,  and  Ba.linafad. 

From  this  cursed  station  to  that  blessed  nation, 

Again  Mr.  Rooney  shall  vi^it  yo»u- shore. 
Where  V\\  flourish  so  gaily  my  -.prig  of  shillelah ; 

Long  life  to  old  Nadab  of  Great;  Mogadore, 
Oh  !  then  all  my  cousins  will  run  out  by  dozens. 

And  out  too  will  hobble  old  mannny  and  dad, 
At  tUnner  they'll  treat  us  with  mealy  potatoes, 

And  whiskey  distiJJ'd  at  sweet  Ballinafad. 
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FAG  AN   BEAIiACH. 
By  C.  G.  BuFFT. 


**  Hope  no  more  for  Fatlierland, 

All  its  ranks  are  tliiniied  or  broken/" 

Long  a  base  and  coward  band 
Recreant  words  like  these  liave  spoken 
But  we  preach  a  land  awoken; 

Fatlierland  is  true  and  tried 
As  j'our  fears  are  false  and  hollow 

Slaves  and  Dastards  stand  aside —  : 
Knaves  and  'J'raiLors,  /  ag  an  B&alachI 


Know,  ye  suffering  bretlH'en  ours. 
Might  is  strong,  but  rlglit  is  stronger  ; 

Saxon  wiles  Or  Saxon  powers 
Can  enslave  our  land  no  longer 
Tiian  your  own  dissensions  wron^  her. 

Be  ye  one  in  might  and  mind — 

Quit  the  mire  where  cravens  wallow — 

And  30ur  foes  shall  flee   like  wind 
From  your  fearless  Fag  an  BeoXach! 


Thus  tlie  mighty  muUitnde 

Speak  in  accents  hoarse  with  sorrow — 
*'  We  are  tallen  but  unsubdued  ; 

Show  us  whence  we  hope  may  borrow; 

And  we'll  figh  your  fight  to-morrow. 
Be  but  cautious,  true,  and  brave, 

Where  ye  lead  ns  we  will  follow; 
Hill  and  vallej%  rock  and  wave. 

Soon  shall  liear  our  Fag  an  Bealach  f 


Fling  our  banners  to  the  wind. 
Studded  o'er  with  names  of  glory; 

W^ortli  and  wit,  and  might,  and  mind, 
Poet  young,  and  Patriot  hoary 
Long  shall  make  it  shine  in  story. 

Close  your  ranks — the  moment's  come — 
NOW,  ye  nien  of  Irehuid,  follow; 

Friends  of  Freedom,  charge  them  home- 
Foes  of  Freedom,  J^ag  an  Lealnchl 
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BIDE    YOUR   TIME. 
By  M;  J.  Barrt. 

Bide  your  Time — the  moni  is  breaking, 
Blight  with  Freedom's  blessed  ray- 
Millions  from  their  trance  awaking, 

Soon  slmll  stand  in  firm  array- 
Man  shall  fetter  man  no  longer ; 
Liberty  shall  march  sublime  ; 
Every  moment  malces  you  stronger- 
Firm,  unshrinking,  Bide  your.  Time  I 

.   ..it   e;...  :iij 

Bide  your  Time— one  false  step  taken 

Perils  all  you  yet  have  doae ; 
Und  ismayed — erect — unshaken — 

Watch  and  wait,  and  all  is  won. 
'Tis  not  by  a  rasli  endeavor, 

Men  or  States  to  greatness  climb- 
Would  you  win  your  rights  forever? 

Calm  and  thoughtful— Bide  your  Time  ' 

Bide  your  time — your  worst  transgression 
Were  to  strike,  and' strike  in  vain  ; 

He,  wliose  arm  would  smite  oppression. 
Must  not  need  to  smite  again  ! 

Danger  makes  the  brave  man  steady, 
Rashness  is  the  coward's  crime. 

Be  for  Freedom's  battle  ready 

When  it  comes,  but,- Bide  your  Time  1 
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Oh  I  give  me  back  that  royal  dream, 

My  fancy  wrought, 
When  I  have  seen  your  sunny  eyes 

Grow  moist  with  thought ; 
And  londly  hopM,  dear  love,  your  heart  from  mine 

Its  spell  had  caught ; 
And  laid  me  down  to  dream  thtit  dream  divine. 

But  true,  melhought. 
Of  how  my  lite's  long  task  would  be,  to  make  yours  bless- 
ed as  it  ought. 

For  your  sweet  sake, 
To  watch  with  you — dear  friend,  with  you  ! — 

Its  wonders  break ; 
The  sparkling  Spring  in  that  bright  face  to  see 

Its  mirror  make — 
On  summer  morns  to  hear  the  sweet  bh*ds  sing 

By  linn  and  lake  I 
And  know  your  voice,   your   magic  voice,  could,  still  a 
grander  music  wake  1 

On  some  old  shell  strewn  rock  to  sit, 

In  Autumn  eves. 
Where  grey  Killiney  cools  tl>e  torrid  air, 

Hot  autumn  weaves ; 
Or  by  that  Holy  W«ll  in  mountain  lone 

AViiere  faith  believes 
(Fain  would  I  b'lieve)  its  secret,  darling,  wish 

True  love  achieves. 
Yet,  oh !  its  Saint  was  not  more  pure  than  she  to  whom 
my  fond  heart  cleaves. 

To  see  the  dark  mid-winter  night 

Pass  like  a  noon, 
Sultry  with  thought  from  minds  that  teemed. 

And  glowed  liUe  June; 
Whereto  would  pass  in  sculp'd  and  pictured  train 

Art's  magic  boon ; 
And  music  thrill  witli  many  a  haughty  strain, 

And  dear  old  lune. 
Till  hearts  grew  sad  to  hear  the  destined  hour  to  part  had 
come  so  soon. 

To  wake  the  old  weira  world  that  sleeps, 

Jn  Irish  lore ; 
The  strains  sweet  foreign  Spenser  sung, 

By  Mulla's shore; 
Dear  Curran's  airy  thouglits,  like  purple  birds, 
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That  shine  and  soar; 
Tone's  fiery  hopes,  and  all  the  deathless  tows, 

That  Grattau  swore ; 
The  songs  that  once  our  own  dear  Dayis  sung— ah,  me  I 
to  sing  no  more. 

To  search  with  mother-love  the  gHts 

Our  land  can  boast — 
Soft  Erna's  isles,  Neaglj's  wooded  slopes, 

Clare's  iron  coast; 
Kildare,  whose  legends  gray  our  bosoms  stir 

With  fay  and  gho^t ; 
Gray  Mourne,  green  Antrim,  purple  Glenmalur — 

Lene's  tairy  host; 
With  raids  to  many  a  loreign  land   to  learn  to  love  dear 
Ireland  most. 

And  all  those  proud  old  victor  fields 

We  thrill  to  name  ; 
Whose  mem'ries  are  the  stars  that  light. 

Long  nights  ot  shame; 
The  Cairn,  the  Dun,  the  Rath,  the  Tower,  the  Keep 

That  still  proclaim 
In  chronicles  of  clay,  and  stone,  how  true,  how  deep 

Was  Eire's  fame- 
Oli!  we  shall  see  them  all  with  her,  that  dear,  dear  friend 
we  two  have  lov'd  the  same. 

Yet,  ah  I  how  truer,  tend  ler  still 

Met  bought  did  seem, 
That  scene  of  tranquil  joy,  that  happy  liome, 

By  Dodder's  stream ; 
The  morning  star,  that  grew  a  fixed  star, 

With  love-lit  beam, 
Tlic  ringing  laugh,  locked  hands,  and  all  the  far 

And  shining  stream 
Of  daily  love,  t!;at  made  our  daily  life  diviner  than  a  dream. 

For  still  to  me,  dear  fricMid,  dear  love. 

Or  both — dear  wife 
Your  image  comes  with  serious  thoughts. 

But  tender,  rite; 
No  idle  plaything  to  caress  or  chide 

In  sport  or  strife. 
But  my  best  chosen  friend,  companio<i,  guide. 

To  walk  through  life, 
Llnk'd  hand  in  hand,  two  equal,  loving  friends,  true  hus- 
band and  true  wife. 
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THE  IRISHMAN. 

•  By  James  Ouk. 

A  United  Iiishnian  of  1798,  aud  fouglitat  Antrim. 

Alit:— "Vive  la." 

The  savage  loves  his  native  shore, 

Though  rude  the  soil  aud  chill  the  air; 
Theu  well  may  Eiiu'a  sons  adore 

Their  isle  which  nature  formed  so  fair. 
What  flood  refl,ect3  a  shore  so  sweet 

As  ShaJmon  great,  or  pastoral  Bauu  ? 
Or  who  a  friend  or  foe  can  meet 
So  generous  as  au  Irishman  I 

His  hand  is  rash,  his  heart  is  warm, 

But  honesty  is  still  his  guide  ; 
None  more  repents  a  deed  of  harm, 

And  none  forgives  with  nohler  pride. 
He  may  be  duped,  hot  won't  be  dared— 

More  fit  to  practise  than  to  plaii ; 
He  dearly  earns  his  poor  reward, 

And  spends  it  like  an  Irishman. 

If  strange  or  poor,  for  you  he'll  pay. 

And  gnide  to  where  you  safe  may  be; 
If  you're  his  guest,  while  e'er  you  stay. 

His  cottage  liolds  a  iubilee. 
His  inmost  soul  ho  will  unlock, 

And  if  he  may  your  secrets  scan. 
Your  confidence  he  scorns  to  mock. 

For  faithful  is  an  Irishman. 
I 
By  honor  bound  in  woe  or  weal, 

Whate'er  she  bids,  he  dares  to  do; 
Try  him  with  bribes, — they  won't  prevail ; 

Prove  him  in  fire — you'll  find  bim  true. 
He  seeks  not  safety,  let  his  post 

Be  where  it  ought  in  <  anger's  van; 
And  if  the  field  of  f.;me  bo  lost. 

It  won't  be  by  an  Irishman. 

Erin  !  loved  land  !  from  age  to  age, 

Be  thou  more  great,  niore  famed,  and  free; 
May  peace  be  thine,  or.  hhouldst  thou  wage 

Defensive  war — cheap  victory. 
May  plenty  bloom  in  every  field. 

Which  gentle  breezes  softly  fnn, 
And  cheerful  smiles  serenely  gild 

The  homo  of  every  Irishman ! 
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THE  IBISH  WIFE. 

By  T.  D.  M'Gee. 

[Ill  1376,  the  statute  of  Kilkenny  for"bade  English  set- 
tlers in  Ireland  to  intermarry  witlj  the  old  Irish.  James, 
Earl  ot  Desmond,  was  the  first  to  violate  this  law.] 

I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  all  the   dames  of  the  Saxon  land — 
1  would  not  give  my  Irish  wile 

For  the  Queen  ol  France's  hand. 
For  shtf  to  ine  is  dearer 

Than  castles  sirong,  or  lands,  or  life — 
An  outlaw — so  1  ni  near  her, 

To  love  till  death  my  Irish  wile. 

Oh!  what  would  be  this  home  of  mine — 

A  ruined,  hermlt-hannted  place, 
But  for  the  li.i>-ht  that  nightly  shines, 

Upon  its  walls  horn  Kathleen  s  face? 
What  comfort  iu  a  mine  of  gold — 

What  pleasure  iu  a  royal  life, 
It  the  heart  within  lay  dead  and  cold, 

If  1  could  not  wed  my  Irish  wife? 

I  knew  the  lavv  forbade  tlie  banns — 

I  knew  iuy  Kiug  abhorred  her  race — 
Who  never  bent  befoie  their  clans, 

Musr.  bow  before   their  ladies'  grace. 
Take  all  my  ioifeited  domain, 

I  cannot  wage  with  kinsmen  strife — 
Take  kniglitiy  gear,  and  noble  name, 

And  I  will  keep  my  Irish  wile. 

My  Irish  wife  l)as  clear  blue  eyes, 

My  heaven  by  day,  my  stais  by  night* 
And  twinliUe  truth    and  fondness  lie 

Witliin  her  swelling  bosom  white. 
My  Irish  wile  has  iioiden  hair — 

Apollo's  harp  had  once  such  struigs — 
Apollo's  self  might  pause  to  hear 

Her  bird-like  carol  when  she  sings. 

I  would  not  give  my  Irish  wife 

For  all  the  dames  of  tlie  Saxon  land- 
I  would  not  give  mv  Irish  wile 

For  the  Queen  of  Fjance's  hand. 
For  she  to  me  is  dearer 

Thau  castles  strong,  or  lands,  or  life — 
In  deatli  I  would  be  near  her. 

And  rise  beside  my  Irish  wife! 


KATHLEEN   BAN   ADAIR. 

Bj'  FuANCis  Davis. 

The  battle  blood  of  Antrim  had  not  dried  on  freedom's 
shroud. 

And  tlie  rosy  ray  of  morning  was  but  struggling  tliro'  the 
cloud ; 

When,  witli  lightning  loot  and  deathly  cheek,  and  wildly 
waving  hair, 

Oer  gr;iss  and  dew,  scarce  breathing,  flew  young  Kath- 
leen ban  Adair. 

Behind,  her  native  Antrim  in  a  reeking  ruin  lies, 
Before  her,  like  a  silvery  path,  Kells's  sleeping  waters  rise  ; 
And  many  a  pointed  shrub  has  piercd  those  feet  so  white 

and  bare. 
But,  oil !  thy  heart  is  deeper  rent,  young  Kathleen  ban 

Adiiir. 

And  Kathleen's  heart  out  one  week  since  was  like  a  har- 
vest morn, 

When  hope  and  joy  are  kneeling  round  the  sheaf  of  yel- 
low corn  ; 

But  Where's  the  bloom  then  made  her  cheek  so  ripe,  so 
richly  fair, 

Thy  stricken  lieart  hath  fed  on  it,  young  Kathleen  ban 
Adair. 

And  now  she  gains  a  thicket,  where  the  sloe  and  hazol  rise, 
But  why  those  shrieking  whisj)ers,  like  a  rush  of   worded 

sighs  ? 
All !  low  and  lonely  bleeding  lies  a  wounded  patriot  there, 
And  every  pang  of  his  is  thine,  young  Kathleen  Dan  Adair, 

"  I  see  them,  oh  !  I  see  them,  in  their  fearful  red  array, 
The  yoeinen,  love  1  llie  3'eomen  come — ah!  heavens  away. 

away  ! 
I  know,  1  know  they  mean  to  track  my  lion  to  his  lair; 
Ah  !  save  thy  lite — ali!  save  itfor  t!;y  Katiileen  ban  Adair. 

"May  Heaven  shield  thee,  Kathleen  !— when  my  soul  has 

gone  to  rest; 
May  comfort  rear  her   temple  in  thy  pure   and   faithful 

breast ; 
But  to   fly  them,  oh  !  to  fly  them,  like  a  blcednig  hunted 

hare, 
No  I  not  to  purchase  Iieaven,  with  my  Kathleen  ban  Adair. 
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♦  I  loved,  I  love  thee,  Kathleen,  in  my  bosom's  warmest 
core — 
And  Eiin.  injured  Erin,  oii !  I  loved  thee  even  more; 
And  death,  I  leiired  lum  little  wlien  I  drove  hiui  through 

tlieir  squMie, 
Nor  now,  though  eathig  at  my  lieart,  my  Kathleen  ban 
Adair." 

Witli  feeble  hand  his  blade    he  grasp'd,  yet    dark    witli 

spoiler's  blood, 
And  then,  as  though  with  dying  bound,  once  more  erect 

he  stood  ; 
But  scarcely  had  lie  kiss'd  that  ciieek  so  pale,  so  purely 

lair, 
When  flashed  their  bayonets  round  him  and  his  Kathleen 

ban  Adair. 

Then  up  arose  his  trembling,  yet  bis  dreaded  hero's  hand, 
And  up  arose,  in  struggling  sounds,  his  cheer  lor  mother 

land  ; 
A  thrust — a  rush — their  foremost  lulls  ;  but  ah  !  good  God  ! 

see  there, 
Thy   lovei's  quivering  at  thy  feet,  young  Kathleen   ban 

Adair. 

But  heavens  !  men,  what  recked  he  then  your  heartless, 
taunts  and  blows, 

When  from  his  lacerated  heart  ten  dripping  bayonets  rose, 

And  maiden,  thou  wiih  frantic  hands,  what  boots  it  kneel- 
ing there? 

The  winds  heed  not  thy  yellow  locks,  young  Kathleen  ban 
Adair. 

Oh!  what  were  tears,  or  shrieks,  or  swoons  but  shadows 

of  the  rest, 
When  torn  was  frantic  Kathleen  from  the  slaughtered 

hero's  breast, 
And  hardly  had  Ids  last-heaved  sigh  grown  cold  upon  the 

air, 
AVhenoh!  of  all  but  \Ue  they  robb'd  young  Kathleen  ban 

Adair. 

But  whitlier  now  shall  Kathleen  fly  ?— already  is  she  gone. 
Thy  water,  Kells,  is  tempting  lair,  and  thitlier  speeds  she 

on; 
A  monjent  on  its  blooming  banks  she  kneels  in  iiurried 

prayer — 
Now  in  its  wave  siie  finds  a  grave,  poor  Kathleen  ban 

Adair. 
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WAKE   OF   WILLIAM   ORR  * 

170S. 

Hy  Dii.  DuENNAN. 

[Dr.  Drenn.in,  tlie  autlior  ot  tins  ball atl,  was  one  of 
the  nblest  writers  amoDg  ilie  United  Irishmen.  His 
soiio^s  niul  ballads  were  chiefly  directed  to  enlist  Ulster 
in  '•  I  lie  Union."  His  son<j  named  "Erin,"'  which  fixed 
upon  Ireland  the  litle  of  "  the  Emerald  Isle,"  Moore 
esteems  among  the  most  perfect  ot  modern  songs.J 

Here  our  murdered  brother  lies; 
Wake  him  not  with  women's  cries; 
Mourn  the  way  that  maidiood  ought; 
Sit  in  silent  trance  of  thought. 

Write  his  merits  on  your  mind  ; 
Morals  pure  and  manners  kind  ; 
In  his  head  as  on  a  hill, 
Virtue  plac'd  her  citadel. 

Why  cut  off  in  palmy  youth  ? 
Truth  he  spoke,  and  acted  truth. 
Countrymen,  Uni tk,  he  cried, 
And  died— lor  what  his  Savior  died. 

God  of  Peace*  and  God  of  Love, 
Let  it  not  thy  vengeance  move, 
Let  it  not  thy  lightnings  draw; 
A  nation  guillotin'd  by  law. 

Hapless  nation  1  rent  and  torn, 
Tliou  wert  early  taught  to  mourn. 
Warfare  of  six  hundred  years' 
Epochs  marked  witli  blood  and  tears! 

*  Tried  and  cciivicted,  in  October,  1797.  for  adniinisterinj;  the 
United  Irish  oath  to  a  private  soldier.  Four  of  the  jury  made  affi- 
davits that  whisky  had  been  Introdnced  into  tlie  jury-room,  and 
a  verdict  obtained  under  tlie  influence  of  drnnltenness  and  iutimi- 
datiou— notwithstanding  whicli.  ho  was  afterwards  executed  ! 
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WAKE  OF  WILLIAM   ORB.— [CONCLUDED. 

Hunted  thro'  thy  native  grounds, 
Or  flung  reward  to  human  liounds; 
Each  one  puU'd  and  tore  his  sl»ave, 
Heedless  of  thy  deep  despair. 

Hapless  Kation — hapless  Land, 
Heap  of  uncenienting  sand  ! 
Crumbled  by  a  foreign  weight; 
And  by  worse,  domestic  hate. 

God  of  mercy !  God  of  peace  ! 
Make  the  mad  confusion  cea,se; 
O'er  the  mental  chaos  move. 
Through  it  speak  the  light  of  love. 

Monstrous  and  unhappy  sight  1 
Brothers'  blood  will  not  unite; 
Holy  oil  and  holy  water, 
Mix,  and  fill  tlie  world  with  slaughter. 

Who  is  she  with  aspect  wild  ? 
The  widow'd  mother  with  her  child ; 
Child  new  stirring  in  the  womb  1 
Husband  waiting  for  the  tomb! 

Angel  of  this  sacred  place, 
Calm  her  soul  and  whisper  peace, 
Cord,  or  axe,  or  guillotin' 
Make  the  sentence— not  the  sin. 

Here  we  watch  our  brother's  sleep; 
Watch  wiih  us, but  do  not  weep; 
Watch  with  us  thro'  dead  of  night, 
But  expect  the  morning  light. 

Conquer  fortune— persevere! 
Lo  !  it  breaks,  the  morning  clear; 
The  cheerful  COCK  awakes  the  skics, 
The  day  is  come— arise ! — arise ! 
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GARRY  OWEN". 

By  Dr.  E.  D.  Joyce. 

They  say  a  dead  man  tells  no  tales, 
Tlmt  silence  o'ev  his  toinh  prevails. 
However  blow  bTnui  Foitiiiie's  .i>;iles 

In  peace  or  baltle  gory. 
But  we  enn  give  liiar,  j)hrase  ihe  lie, 
For  dead  mens  voices  lill  Ihe  sky. 
And  float  from  Limerick's  towers  on  high, 

O'er  Gai  lyowen  and  gioiy  ! 

O,  mighty  dead  !     O.  un forgot ! 
O,  heroes  of  tiie  glorious  lot! 
Your  deeds  tliey'sanc'ity  each  spot, 

Your  names  e;ich  legend  hoary  ! 
From  charnel  crypts  ot  mouldeied  bones, 
From  fosses,  walls,  and  graven  stones. 
Your  voices  sound  in  thunder  tones. 

O'er  Garryowen  in  glory  ! 

Thy  name,  great  names,  great  battles  won. 
Great  deeds  by  Iiish  heroes  done, 
They  cry  **  Unife  !     Be  one  !     Be  one  !  " 

From  ancient  graves  and  gory  ; 
They  bid  ns,  brothers,  all  prepare 
For  th'  hour  when  we  can  do  and  dare, 
When  Freedom's  shout  shall  rend  the  air, 

O'er  Garryowen  In  glory  1 

And  we  cnn  <lare  and  we  can  do» 
United  men  and  brothers  true. 
Their  gallant  footsteps  to  pursue, 

And  change  our  country's  story  ; 
To  emulate  tiieir  high  renown. 
To  strike  our  false  oppressors  down, 
And  stir  tlie  oM  triumphant  town, 

With  Garryowen  in  glory  ! 

Anil  when  that  mighty  dav  comes  round 
VVe  still  shall  heai  their  voices  sound — 
Our  tramp  shall  roll  along  the  ground 

AikI  shake  the  mountains  hoary. 
We'll  raise  the  Sunburst  as  of  yore, 
And  Limerick's  streets  an  I  Shannon  shore 
Shall  echo  to  our  shout  once  more. 

Of  Garryowen  in  glory  ! 
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SaUARE-TOEB  BOOTS. 

By  T.  D.  SULUVAN. 
Air  :— "  King  O'Toole." 

Says  Johnny  Bull  to  Larcom,  "Oh,  tell  my  dear  police 

To  watcb  those  wicked  foreigners  -who  mucli  disturb  my  i)eace, 

Wlio  come  across  the  ocean  on  no  manifest  pitrsnita. 

And  who  swagger  down  my  thoroughfares  in  square-toed  bcots. 

'■  Tiieir  hats  caved  in  and  shapeless,  to  slight  the  crown  are  meant 
Their  knickerbocks  and  gaiters  show  adesperate  intent; 
Their  beards  look  all  seditions,  from  the  tips  unto  the  roots, 
But  there's  raischiefbeyond  measure  in  their  square-toed  boots. 

"  When  met  by  sub-inspectors,  high  sheriffs,  or  J.  P.'S, 
There's  something  quite  defiant  in  the  wag  of  their  goatees; 
They  never  bow  submissively ;  they  dream  of  no  salutes, 
Save  what's  hintedin  the  action  of  their  sqiiaie-toed  boots. 

"  But  now,  no  more  these  rovers  shall  fright  me  and  annoy — 
I'll  treat  them  to  the  beauties  of  Kilmainham  and  Mountjoy; 
For  I've  made  this  resolution,  whatever  be  its  fruits. 
That  my  laws  shall  not  be  trampled  on  with  square-toed  boots." 

From  Larcom  to  the  Koyals  the  word  was  sent  around. 
And  fast  they  seized  Americans  where'er  thej''  conld  be  found; 
They  dragged  them  off  to  prison,  and  they  treated  them  like  brutes, 
On  a  charge  of  foul  oonspirac}-,  and  square-toed  boots. 

But  now  the  news  has  traveled  afar  across  the  sea. 

Old  Uncle  Sara  has  heard  it,  and  a  mighty  man  is  he  ; 

Through  all  his  huge  anatomy  a  thrill  of  anger  shoots, 

And  like  thunder  comes  the  stamping  of  his  square-toed  boots. 

And  Johnny  Bull  grows  fearful,  ae  surely  well  he  maj', 
"When  up  that  giant  rises,  and  strides  across  his  way  ; 
For  past  experience  whispers,  what  no  later  lact  refutes, 
That  there's  terrible  propulsion  in  his  square-toed  boots. 


40 


SOGGARTH   AROON. 

Am  I  the  slave  they  say, 

Soggarth  aroon. 
Since  you  did  show  the  way, 

Soggarth  aroon. 
Their  slavo  no  more  to  be 
While  they  would  work  with  mo 
Ould  Ireland's  slavery, 


Why  not  her  poorest  man, 

Soggarth  aroon, 
Try  and  do  all  ho  can, 

Soggarth  aroon, 
Her  commands  to  fulfil, 
Of  his  own  heart  and  will. 
Side  by  side  with  you  sti>l, 

Soggarth  aroon  ? 

Loyal  and  brave  to  you, 

Soggarth  aroon, 
Tet  be  no  slave  to  you, 

Soggarth  aroon — 
Nor,  out  of  fear  to  yru. 
Stand  up  so  near  to  you — 
Och  I  out  of  fear  to  you  I 

Soggarth  aroon. 

"Who  in  the  Avinter's  night, 
Soggarth  aroon, 

When  the  sold  blast  did  bite, 

Soggarth  aroon. 

Came  to  my  cabin-door, 

[1]      ' 


SOGOABTH  AROON.— [ComuDliD. 

And,  dn  my  cartheri-floor, 
Knelt  by  me  sick  and  poor, 


Who  on  the  marriage-day, 

Soggarth  aroon, 
Made  the  poor  cabin  gay, 

Soggarth  aroon — 
And  did  both  laugh  and  sing, 
Making  onr  hearts  to  ring. 
At  the  poor  christening, 

Soggarth  aroon. 

Who  as  friend  only  wet, 

Soggarth  aroon y 
ITever  did  flout  me  yet, 

Soggarth  aroon  ? 
And  when  my  heart  was  dim 
Gave,  while  his  eye  did  brim. 
What  I  should  give  to  him, 

Soggarth  aroon  ? 

Och  1  you,  and  only  you, 

Soggarth  aroon  I 
And  for  this  1  was  true  to  you 

Soggarth  aroon  ; 
In  love  they'll  never  shake, 
When  fur  ould  Ireland's  sake 
We  a  true  part  did  take, 

Soggarth  aroon. 
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UNDER  THE  GBEEN  FliAO. 

By  T.  D.  Sullivan. 

Come,  stand  beneath  the  Grees,  boya. 
Our  ancient  Irisli  Green, 

That  would  not  fade  ; 
The  truest  shade 
The  earth  lias  ever  seen. 
At  Mother  Erin's  call.  boys. 
I>ear  Mother  Erin's  call, 
Come,  let  us  stand 
"With  Bwoid  in  hand 
Beside  her,  one  and  alL 


Fill  np  those  ranlcs  anew,  boys, 

Those  shattered  lanks  anev, 
For  artful  knaves 
And  sordid  slaves 

Have  left  them  but  a  few. 
But  Erin  dear  has  still,  boys, 

Our  Erin  dear  has  still 
A  gallant  host 
From  coast  t(t  coast. 

On  valley,  plain,  and  hill. 

Yes,  and  beyond  them  too,  boys. 
And  far  beyond  them,  too, 

Her  pure  blood  runs 

la  loving  sons 
Prepared  her  work  to  do. 
And  now,  from  pole  to  pole,  boys, 
From  further  pole  to  pole. 

Some  subtle  wire 

Conveys  the  fire 
That  kindles  in  her  soul. 


We'll  bid  that  flame  arise,  boys. 
That  sacred  flame  arise  ; 
The  time  is  near. 
The  signs  are  clear. 
On  earth  and  in  the  skies. 
Whate'er  our  fate  may  be,  boys. 
"Whate'er  our  fate  may  be, 
We'll  act  our  parts, 
We'll  nerve  our  Hearts, 
And  die,  or  set  her  free. 


Then  stand  beneath  the  Green,  boys, 
Arrayed  beneath  the  Green, 
No  flag  unfurled 
Through  all  the  world 
Is  loved  as  that  has  been. 
'Twas  borne  through  the  past,  boys, 
The  wild,  thi;  stormy  past; 
For  every  thread 
A  hero  bled — 
'Twill  triumph  at  the  last. 
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THE  GREEN  AND  THE  GOLD. 

By  Du.  II.  D.  Joyce, 
Am : — "  Neil  McCreamau  was  a  braw  Hieland  Soldier." 


In  the  soft  l)looniiii<r  vales  of  onr  country, 

Two  colors  shine  brifilitest  of  all, 
Oer  laoiiittaiii,  and  uiuoiland,  and  meadow, 

On  cottage  and  old  cnstle  Wiill; 
They  aliine  in  ilio  jiay  summer  tiarden, 

And  ;rlint  in  tlie  depths  of  the  wold. 
And  they  gleam  on  the  banner  of  Ireland, 
Our  ciilois  !   Ibo  Green  and  the  Gold! 
Then  hurrah,  for  the  Green  and  the  Gold  1 
By  the  fresh  winds  ff  Freedom  out-rolled, 
As  tiiey  shine  on  the  brave  Irish  banner, 
Our  colors  !  the  Green  and  the  Gold  I 


In  the  days  of  Fomorian  and  Fenian, 

These  colors  flashed  brijiht  in  tiie  ray; 
And  their  H;leam  kept  the  tierce  Komau  eagles 

In  Borne  conquered  Britain  at  bay, 
Wlien  Conn  forgot  his  liuudred  red  battles. 

And  the  lightning  struck  Daitlii  of  old. 
As  he  bore  through  Helvetia's  wild  gorges 
Onr  colors!  the  Green  and  the  Gold! 
Then  hurrah,  for  the  Green  and  the  Gold  I 
May  they  flourisli  for  ages  untold. 
May  they  blaze  in  the  vanguard  of  freedom. 
Our  colors!   the  Green  and  the  Gold  ! 


Up  many  a  grim  breach  of  glory, 
In  many  a  fierce  battle's  tide. 
Flashing  high  o'er  the  red  gleaming  surges. 

Our  banners  swept  on  in  their  pride. 
From  the  day  -wheu  tiiutnphant  tiiey  fluttered 

O'er  the  legions  of  Brian  the  Bold'; 
Till  with  Sarsfield  they  streamed  down  the  Shannon, 
Our  colors!   the  Green  and  the  Gold! 
Tiie  1  hurrah,  for  the  Green  and  theGoldl 
In  victory's  van  as  of  old 
May  they  flash  over  n  w  Fenian  legions. 
Our  colors  !  the  Green  au<l  the  Geld  I 


In  these  dark  days  of  doom  and  disaster. 

Is  it  dead    the  old  love  for  our  land! 
Are  our  bosoms  le.=^s  bravo  than  onr  fatherB', 

Cones  the  sword-hilt  less  deft  to  our  liand  f 
No.  we've  proved  ns  the  wide  world  over 

Wherever  war's  surges  have  rolled. 

And  will  raise  once  acrain  in  Old  Ireland, 

Our  colors!   the  Green  and  the  Gold  ! 

Then  hurrah    for  the  Green  and  the  Gold! 
And  hurrah  for  the  valliant  attd  bold 
"Who  will  raise  them  supieme  in  old   Irelan^, 
Our  colors  !  the  Green  and  the  Gold  ! 
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THE  BARDS. 

Oh,  for  the  Bards,  the  glorious  Bards,   the  pride  ot  the 

days  ot  old. 
When  the  honour'd  claim  of     manly  name  was  not  found- 
ed on  the  servile  gold  ; 
When  the  chiefs  of  our  hind  \Yith  cliivalrous  hand  gave 

Genius  a  regal  crown. 
While  the  soulless  knave  to  a  nameless  grave  like  a  grove- 
ling worm  went  down. 

When  with  godlike  might 
Worth,  fame,  and  right 
Were  defended  by  steel-nerved  men  ; 
0  God  of  the  Free, 
It  Avas  grand  to  see 
The  pomp  of  our  country  then. 

Here's  to  the  Bards,  the  brave  old  Bards,  who  kindled  the 

martial  fire. 
In  Chief  and   Prince  with  the   eloquence  and  magic  of 

harp  and  lyre  ; 
When  tlic  soul  ot  the  proud  like  a  lightning  cloud  flamed 

up  at  the  thrill  of  song, 
And  leapt  to  the  fight  with  a  fierce  delight  to  avenge  an 
unmanly  wrong. 

For  tlio  brave  Bards  gave, 
Like  a  mountain  wave, 
A  sweep  to  the  warrior's  brand. 
And  fired  liim  to  show. 
The  mark  of  liis  blow, 
AVhen  a  tyrant  was  in  the  land. 

The  Norman  Lords,  with  their  valorous  swords  to  our  Isle 

as  Invaders  came. 
But  soon  they  grew  to  that  land  more  true  than  the  Irish 

in  birth  and  name  ; 
For   our   Island    song,  with  a  witchery  strong  on    their 

souls  threw  an  Irish  spell, 
And  their  brave  hearts  felt  the  fiie  of  the  Celt,  and  they 

show'd  they  lov'd  Erin  well. 

[!] 
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THE  BARDS,  <fcc.— [CONCTLUDED. 


But  gone  are  the  Bards, 

Ami  the  warrior  lords, 
The  pride  ot  the  times  of  5^ore; 

And  a  hloodless  race 

Has  taken  then-  pUice, 
Wheie  frenieii  are  seen  no  more. 

O  !  splendid  days  when  love  and  praise  were  tlic  meed  ol 

the  bold  and  true- 
When  hands  were  strong  to  resent  a  wrong,  and  traitors 

and  knaves  were  few  ; 
When  no  liireling  spy  dared  come  to  pry  ronnd  the  homes 

of  tlie  toihng  poor. 
For    our  Princes   ruled   ^Yith    a  rod  of  gold,  in    their 
peoplo"'s  love  secure. 

And  the  halls  of  the  peer. 
Shook  with  roaring  cheer, 
And  the  traveller  was  welcomed  in  I 
O  God  of  the  brave! 
It  was  grand  to  live, 
In  the  Kingdom  of  Erin  then. 

Then  here's  to  the  Bards,  the  proud  old  Bards,  that  hurled 

our  clans  to  fight. 
Like   the   headlong    dash   of   a  thunder-crash,   'gainst  a 

foreign  invaders  might ; 
When   our   chiettains   broke   from    Henry's  yoke,   what 

sharpened  their  battle  swords, 
To  strike  for  their  right  with  courage  and  might  ?— 'twas 
the  songs  of  our  brave  old  Bards. 
High  souls  ot  song! 
Stern  foes  of  wrong, 
Since  perished  our  order  grand, 
The  lions  are  dead, 
The  eagles  have  fled, 
And  jackals  have  curst  the  land. 

[2] 
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THE  PETTICOAT. 

By  Du.  R.  D.  Joyce. 

Ain:— "I  am  a  roving  Doctor." 

Since  tlie  days  of  Tiojaii  Pmis 

When  beauteous  helen  "wiis  llie  toast. 
O'er  lords  aud  nii<;lity  incuarchs 

Tlie  women  lliey  have  luled  the  roast. 
AnM  why  slioultl  crop])ies  hanf>-  bcliUid 

In  i^allantry  such  men  ot  note? 
On  Irish  o;round,  in  Irish  wind 
We  spread  our  flag— a  PollieoaLl 
For  we  were  eroj)i)y  heroes 

Witli  piUe  in  liand.  and  flag  afloat, 
Who  longlit  and  bled  loi  Iwfdom 
Beneath  tliat  flag— the  Peuicoat  I 


This  Petticoat  was  broidered 

By  Angers  lair  as  lair  coultl  be, 
And  ouce  its  lolds  Tell  over 

A  gleaming  ancle  giacelnlly. 
A  milk-white  foot  that  stejjl  the  glades 

As  light  as  tairies  of  the  moai, — 
Yoiuig  Nora's,  pride  of  Wexforil  maids, 
Tliis  lyrant-conqueiing  Petticoat  ! 
And  we  were  cropj^y  heroes 

AVith  pike  in  hand,  and  fl;ii>"  pfloat, 
With  stains  of  blood   upon  ii  — 
This  flag — tlie  conquering  Petticoat!" 


'Twas  on  a  summer  morning 

As  we  marched  down  the  dewy  hill, 
Wo  found  our  brijiht-eyeil  ISora 

Upon  the  way-side  stark  and  still, 
A  yeomans  bullet  in  her  breast, 

A  sabre  wound  across  her  thioar — 
'Twas  then  we  made  with  vengeful  zest 
Our  baiHier  of  h^r  Petticoat ' 
For  we  wore  cr()])py  heroes 

AVith  pike  in  liaiul,  and  fl:ig  afloat. 
Determined  to  avenge  l»er 

Beneath  lliat  flag— tije  Petticoat! 
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The  blood  spots  scarce  were  faded, 
Ere  we  tlieir  crimson  did  renew  ; 
Upon  the  hill  ot  Onlart 

Her  mnrderers,  exevy  num.  we  slew. 
Fi'oin  field  to  field,  from  town  to  loun. 
In  Eii<»"Iand's  reddest  l)lood  we  wrote 
The  story  ot  llnit  Kirlle  Gown, 

The  blood-stained,  conqiiei  iii^  Pctiicoat! 
For  we  wereei'oi)py  heroes 

Witli  pike  in  hand,  and  fl.:g  afloat — 
The  terror  ot  onr  tyiants 

Beneath  that  llao— the  Petticoat  1 


And  if  great  lords  and  inonarchs 

Are  so  polite  to  womankind, 
Tlie  world  tor  onr  devotion 

To  Nora's  skirts,  no  fanlt  c:in  find — 
It  Ei)«land's  king  her  lile  could   lake, 

Could  condescend  to  cut  her  throjit,* 
Brave  boys,  it  was  nfi  shnnx;  to  make 
Oiu-  banner  oi  her  Petticoat! 
For  we  were  croppy  heroes 

Witli  pike  in  hand,  and  fl.io-  afloat, 
And  bravely  we  avenged   iier 
Beneaih  that  flag — the  Petticoat! 


Then  all  you  roving  heroes 

Attend  to  Tiieig,  the  croppy's  song; 
May  Grod  jM'oserve  Old  Iiehmd, 

And  Fenian   rule  therein   piolong ! 
May  tyrants  there  who  spoil  the  land 

All  sink  in  black  perdition's  boat, 
And  nvav  it  rise  to  great  command, 
The  influence  ot  the  Petticoat  I 
And  we  wcva  ci'oj^py  heroes 

With  pike  in  hand,  and  fl:ig  afloat, 
VVho  taught  onr  blood-slained  tyrants 
The  Lesson  of  the  Petticoat! 

*  Tho  wavlike  old  croppv  means  tlmt  the  Kin<T  cnt  lier  tliroat  1>y 
deputy,  wliicli  was  all  the  same  to  poor  Nora.  Theijr.  the  crop- 
py's relation  will  be  received,  I  si'p)>ose  onlv  as  tradition,  hut 
the  petticoat  banner  is  mentioned  in  tho  histories  of  the  period. 

[2] 
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SONG  OF   THE  GALIiOPINQ  O'HOGAN.* 

By  Dr.  E.  D.  Joyce. 
Air:—"  Ho  thought  of  tho  charmer,  &c.' 

Hurrah  !  boj's,  hurrah  !  for  the  sword  by  my  side, 
The  spur  and  Ihe  gallop  o'er  bogs  deep  and  wide; 
Hurrah  !  for  the  hehiiet  and  shii-iing  steel  jack, 
Tlie  sight  of  the  spoil,  an'  good  men  at  my  baclc  ! 
An'  we'll  sack  and  burn  for  King  and  siroland, 
An'  chase  the  black  foe  from  ould  Ireland  ! 

At  the  wave  of  my  sword  start  a  thousand  good  men, 
And  we  ride  like  the  blast  over  moorland  and  glen  ; 
Like  dead  leaves  of  winter  in  ruin  an'  wrath, 
We  sweep  the  cowed  Saxon  away  from  our  path. 
An'  we'll  sack  and  burn  for  King  and  sireland, 
An'  chase  the  black  foe  from  ould  Ireland  I 

The  herds  of  the  foe  graze  at  noon  by  the  rills. 
We  liave  them  at  night  in  our  camp  'mid  the  hills; 
Their  towns  lie  in  peace  at  eve  of  the  night, 
But  they're  sacked  an'  in  flames  ere    the  next  morninj» 
light! 
An'  we'll  sack  and  burn  for  King  and  sireland, 
An'  chase  the  black  foe  from  ould  Ireland  ! 

And  so  we  go  ridin'  by  night  and  by  day, 
An' fight  for  our  country  an'  all  the  rich  prey  ; 
The  roar  of  the  battle,  sweet  mnsic  we  feel. 
An'  the  light  of  our  hearts  is  tiie  flashin'  of  steel ! 
An'  well  sack  and  burn  for  King  and  sireland, 
An'  chase  the  black  foe  from  ould  Ireland  ! 
•One  of  the  Happaree  chiefs  in  tho  time  of  King  James  the  Second. 
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THE  YOJTNG  ENTHUSIAST. 

By  Thomas  Fjjancis  Meagher. 

Though  yonng  that  lieart,  thougli  free  each  thought, 

Tlioiigh  free  and  wild  each  feeling, 
And  though  M'ith  fiie  each  dream  be  fraught 

Across  those  brlglit  e3'es  stealing— 

Tiiat  heart  is  true,  tliose  thoughts  are  bold ; 

And  bold  each  feeling  svveepeth. 
Tliere  lies  not  there  a  bosom  cold, 

A  pulse  that  faintly  sleepeth. 

His  dreams  are  idiot-dreams,  ye  say, 

The  dreams  of  fairy  story  ; 
Those  dreams  will  burn  in  might  one  day 

And  flood  his  path  with  glory  ! 

Thou  old  dull  vassal  !  fling  Ihy  sneer 

Upon  that  young  heart  coldly. 
And  laugli  at  deeds  thi/  heart  may  fear, 

Yet  7ie  will  venture  "boldly. 

Ay.  fling  thy  sneer,  while  dull  and  slow 

Thy  withered  blood  is  creeping; 
That  heart  will  beat,  that  spirit  glow, 

When  thy  tame  pulse  is  sleeping. 

Aj',  laugh,  when  o'er  his  countiy's  ills 

With  manly  eye  lie  weepeth  ; 
Laugh,  when  his  brave  heart  thorbs  and  thrills, 

And  thy  cold  bosom  sleepeth. 

Laugh  when  he  vows  in  heaven's  sight, 

Ne'er  to  flinch — ne'er  to  falter; 
To  toil  and  fight  tor  a  nation's  right. 

And  guard  old  Freedom's  altar. 

Ay,  laugh  when  on  the  fiery  wing 

Of  hero  thought  ascending, 
To  fame's  bold  cliff,  with  eagle  spring 

That  young  bright  mind  is  tending. 

He'll  gain  that  cliff,  he'll  reach  tjiat  throne, 

The  throne  where  genius  shineth, 
Wiien  round  and  through  thy  nameless  stone, 

The  green  weed  thickly  twineth. 


50 


BOOKER'S  RXTN. 

By  T.  D.  Sullivan. 
AiR:— "  The  Kiug  of  the  Cauuibal  Tslanda." 

Oil,  list  and  hear,  good  friends,  from  me, 
The  news  tliat's  just  come  o'er  llie  sea, 
About  the  lio^ht-leg<;ed  company 

Led  on  by  Colonel  Booker, 
The  "Queen's  Own  Regiment"  was  their  name. 
From  fun-  Toronto  town  they  came, 
To  put  the  Irisli  all  to  shame, 
And  win  themselves  immortal  fame, 

Tantora,  rubadub,  oli,  hi-ho  I 

Drums  beat  up  and  bugles  blow, 

Off  they  march  to  meet  the  foe, 
The  Queen's  and  Colonel  Booker, 

Such  Jury  filled  each  loyal  mind, 

No  Voluuteer  would  stay  behind; 

They  fluug  their  red  flag  to  the  wind. 
"  Huira,  my  boys,"  said  Booker. 

"Behold,  beyond  yon  sloping  heights, 

Tlieir  bayouets  flashing  in  the  lighc; 

Go  forth,  my  iieroes,  left  and  right, 

Let  none  among  lliem  live  to  night — 
Readily,  steadihs  oh,  hi-lio, 
Sure  your  aim,  and  strong  your  blow, 
No  Irish  ruck  could  face,  you  know, 

The  Queen's  and  Colonel  Booker." 

The  lifles  flashed,  the  balls  came  by, 

Tiie  Queen's  men  lell  with  groan  and  cry — 

'•Good  Lord,  I'd  give  the  world  that  I 

Were  safe  at  liome,"  said  Booker. 
He  spurred  for  shelter  here  and  tliere. 
He  wheeled  and  cantered  to  the  rear, 

[1] 
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t'Vhile  every  loyal  Volunteer 

Was  shaking  in  his  boots  with  fear. 

Quailing,  lailiiii;,  oh,  hi-ho, 

Atiaid  to  lace  the  Irish  loe, 

Who  cheered  and  lauohed  to  see  tlie  show, 
The  Queen's  and  Colonel  Booker. 


•'  What  sound  is  that  comes  o'er  the  breeze  ? 
Are  those  their  horsemen  midst  tlie  tiees? 
Down,  soldiers,  down  upon  your  knees 

To  meet  their  charge,"  said  Booker. 
Then  turning  quick,  he  left  the  ])lace, 
He  wished,  lie  said,  to  "change  his  base,;" 
His  soldiers  joined  him  in  the  race, 
And  all  went  off  at  railroad  pace  ; 
Helter-skelter,  oh,  hi-ho, 
Higgledly,  piggledy,  there  they  go. 
Swords  and  guns  away  they  throw, 
The  Queen's  and  Colonel  Booker. 


Oh,  never  say  the  Indian  breed 

Bear  off  the  palm  for  wind  and  speed; 

What  dusky  chief  could  take  a  lead 

From  loyal  Colonel  Booker? 
Bid  him  bring  out,  by  day  or  night, 
His  gallant  "  Queen's  "  equipped  for  fight, 
Place  Colonel  John  ONeill  in  sight 
Anudst  a  lidge  of  bayonets  briglif— 
Then  give  tlie  word,  and  oh,  hi-iio, 
See  how  they  li  fly  the  Irish  foe, 
See  how  lhey"il  ])ly  the  heel  and  toe, 
The  Queen's  and  Colonel  Booker. 
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THE    PEOPLE. 

By  Dk.  K.  D.  Joyce, 
Air:— "All  the  way  to  Galway. 


A  little  bird  sang  in  mine  esir 
With  voice  pioplietio,  sweet  und  clear, 
"Briglit  Freedom's  happy  day  is  near 
For  Ireland  and  her  People?'' 
The  People  !     The  People! 
God  bless  the  Irish  People! 
ThroMoh  all  !  heir  years 
Of  blood  and  tears. 
Old  Ireland's  gallant  People  ! 


With  gibber,  fire  and  fetter  girtli, 
With  bloody  wars  and  famine  dearth, 
Our  tyrants  strove  from  ofl  the  earth 
To  blot  old  Ireland's  Peojile  ! 
The  People!     The  People! 
Bnt  firm  as  Shandon  steeple 
Upon  its  lock, 
They  stood  each  shock 
Old  Ireland's  gallant  People  ! 


For  as  the  oak  tree  by  the  glen 
Shorn  by  the  axe,  springs  up  again 
From  deepest  roots  beyond  oui-  ken, 
So  fionrislied  Ireland's  Pcojde  ! 
The  People  I     The  P.  ople  ! 
Thongli  wars  cut;  down  tiie  Pe')i)le 
Eacii  springing  root 
Bore  tenfold  Iruit, — 
Old  Ireland's  gallant  People  ! 


Then,  brothers,  here's  to  oiu'  dear  land  I 
With  freemen  may  lu^r  shores  be  manned  ! 
And  down  with  England's  goiy  l.aml! 
And  up  wi;h  Ireland's  People  1 
The  People  !     The  People  ! 
Like  bells  from  Siiandon  sie  pie, 
Wiih  ringing  chin)e 
Sing  out  sublime 
Huirahl  for  Iieland's  People  ! 
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WHY   WE   WEAR   THE   GREEN. 

By  J.  A.  Joyce, 
AlU :— "  Wearius  of  the   Green." 
When  God  raised  up  our  Island, 

'Mid  the  billows  of  tlie  West; 
And  witli  vale,  mid  stream,  and  highland, 

Made  beautiful  her  breast. 
The  smiling  sun  flung  round  her 

A  robe  of  golden  sheen  ; 
And  tlie  misty  west  wind  crown'd  her 

With  a  garland  over  Green. 

Soon  the  Gaelic  warrior  galleys 

Sailed  to  the  ohiuiug  shore  ; 
And  brave  men  and  beauteous  women 

Came  to  dwell  forever  more. 
And  their  sacrificial  fires 

On  their  altars  high  were  seen  ; 
When  the  sun  :.nd  winds  the}-  worshipped 

For  their  glorious  gift  of  Green. 

But  the  Pagan  fires  faded, 

And  the  Druid  altars  fell ; 
When  Patrick  came,  with  glowing  words, 

His  nobler  truths  to  tell, 
•'  In  the  Shamrock,  lo  !  the  emblem 

Of  the  Trinity  is  seen  " — 
•Twas  thus  he  consecrated  hero 

The  Wearing  of  the  Green. 

And  the  nation's  heart  leaped  to  it, 

And  thence  for  evermore  ; 
On  their  breasts  and  in  their  banners, 

Tlio  flashing  lint  ihej-  bore. 
On  their  breasts  and  in  their  banners 

The  gleaming  hue  was  seen; 
And  tlio  prouiU  st  foes  went  down  before 

The  men  who  bore  the  Green. 

So  wo  wear  it,  and  will  wear  it. 

In  memory  of  the  brave — 
The  true  and  tried,  who  strove  and  died 

Our  nation's  rights  to  save  ! 
Of  those  who  nobly  clieiishcd  it, 

When  smote  oppression  keen  ; 
Of  those  who  pine  in  prison 

For  the  lore  tlM>v  l»-;ir  t  !io  Giecn. 
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A  PROSPECT. 

Bj  Ed  WARD  LysAGHT. 


[Edward  Lysaght  was  born  in  Briclchill,  County  Clare.  He 
enterel  Irini  y  College  in  17.9,  and  was  subsequently  called  to 
the  Bar.  He  was  j^enerally  known  as  "  pleasant  Ned  Lysaght," 
and,  to  use  the  words  of  Sir  Jonah  Barrinoton,  "  considere<i  law 
as  his  trade,  and  conviviality  his  profession."  Hu  wrote  some 
ftood  national  sonijs,  which,  owin<,^  to  his  hnvin/r  obtained  a 
eovernmont  p'ace.  were  omitted  from  his  puhlished  collection. 
The  followinj^  song  was  written  against  the  Union  ] 


How  justly  alarmed  is  each  Dublin  cit, 
That  lie'll  soon  be  transformed  to  a  clown,  sir. 

By  a  mngicnl  move  of  tiiat  conjurer,  Pitt, 
The  country  is  comin«*  to  town,  sir  I 

CHORUS. 

Give  Pitt,  and  Dundns,  nnd  Jenky  a  glass, 

Who'd  ride  on  John  Bull,  and  make  Paddy  an  Ass, 

Thro"  Capel  street  soon  .is  you'll  rurally  range, 
You'll  scarce  recognize  it  the  same  street; 

Choice  turnips  shall  grow  in  your  Royal  Exchange, 
Fine  cabbages  down  aloiig  Dame  street. 

Give  Pitt,  &c. 

Wild  oats  in  the  College  won't  want  to  be  tilTd  ; 
And  hemp  in  the  Four  Courts  may  thrive,  sir  I 
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A  PROSPECT.— [Concluded. 

Your  markets  again  sliall  with  muttons  befilPd— 
By  St.  Patrick,  they'll  grnze  there  alive,  sir ! 

Give  Pitt,  &c. 

In  the  Parliament  House,  quite  alive,  shall  there  bo 

All  the  vermin  the  island  e'er  gathers; 
Full  of  rooks,  as  before,  Daly's  club-house  you'll  see, 

But  the  pigeons  won't  have  any  feathers. 

Give  Pitt,  &c. 

Our  Custom-house  quay,  full  of  weeds,  oh,  rare  sport, 
But  the  ministers'  minions,  kind  elves,  sir  I 

Will  give  us  Iree  leave  all  our  goods  to  export. 
When  we've  got  none  at  home  for  ourselves,  sir  ! 

Give  Pitt,  &c. 

Says  an  alderman — "  Corn  will  grow  in  3'our  shops; 

This  Union  must  work  your  enslavement." 
"That's  true,"  says  the  sheriflF,  *'for  plenty  of  crops* 

Already  I've  seen  on  the  pavement." 

Give  Pitt,  &c. 

Ye  brave  loyal  yeoman,  dressed  gaily  in  red, 

This  minister's  plan  must  elate  us; 
And  well  may  John  Bull,  when  he's  robb'd  us  of  bread. 

Call  poor  Ireland  "  The  land  of  Potatoes." 

Give  Pitt,  &c. 
*A  term  used  for  the  rebels  in   1798,  ivho  wore  tbeir  hair  cut  cIos«, 

[2] 
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SONG    FROM    THE    BACKWOODS. 

Deep  ill  Canadian  woods  we've  met, 

From  one  bright  island  flown  ; 
Great  is  the  hind  we  tread,  but  yet 

Oar  hearts  arc  with  our  own. 
And  ere  we  leave  this  shanty  small, 
Wlnle  fades  the  autumn  day, 
We'll  toast  old  Ireland! 
Dear  old  Ireland ! 
Ireland,  boys,  hurrah! 


We've  heard  her  faults  a  hundred  times 

The  new  ones  and  the  old, 
In  songs  and  sermons,  rants  and  rhymes, 

Enlarged  some  lifly  lold. 
But  take  them  all,  the  great  and  small. 
And  this  we've  got  to  say  : — 
Here's  dear  old  Ireland  ! 
Good  old  Ireland  I 
Ireland,  boys,  hurrah  ! 


We  know  that  brave  and  good  men  tried 

To  snap  lier  rusty  chai  , 
That  patriots  suffered,  martyrs  died. 

And  all,  'tis  said,  in  vain  ; 
But  no,  boys,  no  !  a  glance  will  show 
How  far  they've  won  their  way — 
Here's  good  old  Ireland  ! 
Loved  old  Ireland  ! 
Ireland,  boys,  hurrah  I 

We've  seen  the  wedding  and  the  wake, 

Tlie  patron  and  the  fair  ; 
The  stuff  they  take,  the  fun  they  make, 

And  the  heads  they  break  down  there, 

[1] 
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With  aloud  '^  hunoo"  and  a  "  pillalu;' 
And  a  lluuidering  "clear  the  way  I'— 
Heroes  s;ay  old  Ireland  I 
De;ir  old  Ireland  ! 
Ireland,  boys,  hurrah! 

And  well  we  know  in  the  cool  j!:rey  eves, 

When  the  hard  diiy's  work  is  o'er. 
How  soft  and  sweet  are  the  words  that  greet 

The  friends  who  meet  once  mure  ; 
With  "  Mary  machree  !  and  -  My  Pat !  'tis  be  I" 
And  "My  own  heart  night  and  day!" 
Ah,  fond  old  Ireland  » 
Dear  old  Ireland  I 
Ireland,  boys,  hurrah  ! 

And  liappy  and  bright  arc  the  groups  that  pass 

From  their  peaceful  homes,  for  miles 
O'er  fields,  and  roads,  and  hills,  to  Mass, 

When  Sunday  morning  smiles  ! 
And  deep  the  zeal  their  true  hearts  feel 
When  low  they  kneel  and  pray. 
Oh,  dear  old  Ireland  ! 
Blest  old  Ireland  ! 
Ireland,  boys,  hurrah  I 

But  deep  in  Canadian  woods  we've  met, 

And  we  never  may  pee  again 
The  dear  old  isle  where  our  hearts  are  set, 

And  our  fust  fond  hopes  remain  I 
But  come,  fill  up  anotlier  cup. 
And  with  every  sup  let's  say- 
Here's  loved  old  Ireland  I 
Good  old  Ireland  ! 
Tveland,  boys,  hurrah  ! 
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OLD  SKIBBEBEEX. 

By  Patimck  Cauprnter. 

Am: — 'Tbo    wearing    of  Iho    Greeu." 

Young  America  and  his  Irish  Father. 

^Ol  father,  de.ir,  I've  often  fie.irdj'-oii  speak  of  Erin's  Tsle— 
Its  scenes  how  bright  and  beautiful,  how  •'rich  and  rare" 

tliey  smile; 
Yon  say  it  is  a  lovely  land  in  which  a  Prince  might  dwell. 
Then  why  did  you  abandon  it,  the  reason  to  me  tell  ?" 

'•  My  Son,  Tve  loved  my  native  land  with  fervor  and  with 

pride — 
Her  peacelnl  groves,  her  mountains  rude,  her  valleys  green 

and  wide, 
And  tliere  I've  roamed  in  manhood's  prime,  and  sported 

when  a  boy. 
My  Shamrock  and  shillelagh  sure  my  constant  boast  and 

joy- 

"But   lo!   a  blight  came  o'er  my  crops,  my  sheep  and 

cattle  died, 
The  raclv-ront  too,  alas  !  was  due,  I  could  not  have  supplied  j 
The  landlord   drove  me  from  the  cot  where  born  I  had 

been, 
And  that,  my  boy's  the  reason  why  I  left  old  Skibbereen,-^ 

**  O  1  what  a  dread"ful  sight  it  was  that  dark  Xovembei 

day ; 
The  Sheriff  and  the  Peelers  came  to  send  us  all  away: 
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OLD  SKIBBEREEN.— [Concluded. 

Tliey  set  tlie  roof  :i-bl:iziiig  with  :i  demon  smile  ot  spleen, 
And  when  it  fell,  the  crush  was  heaid  all  overSkibbeieen. 

"Your  Mother  dear,  God  rest  her,  fell  upon  the  snowy 

ground, 
She  fainted  in  her  anguish  at  the  desolation  round  ;— 
iShe   nevei  rose,  but,  passed  away  from  lile's  tumult.ious 

scene, 
And  found  a  quiet  grave  to  rest  in  poor  old  Skibbereen. 

"  Ah  !  sadly  1  recall  that  year  of  gloomy  '4S; 

I  rose  in  vengeance  with  "the  boys''  to  battle  agauist  fate; 

We  were  hunted  thro'  the  mountains  wild,  as  traitors  to 

the  Queen, — 
And  that,  my  boy-s  the  reason  why  I  left  old  Skibbereen. 

'*  You  then  were  only  two  years  old,  and  feeble  was  your 
frame, 

1  would  not  leave  you  with  my  friends— you  bore  my 
father's  name ! — 

I  wrapped  you  in  my  *'  Catamore'^  at  dead  of  night  unseen, 

Then  heav'd  a  sigh,  and  bade  good-by  to  poor  old  Skibbe- 
reen." 

"  O  !  Father,  Father,  when  the  day  for  vengeance  we  will 

call," 
Wijen  Irishmen  o'er  field  and  fen  shall  rally  one  and  all,-. 
I'll  bo  ihe  man  lo  lead  the  van  beneath  the  flag  of  green, 
While   loud  on   high    we'll   raise   the  cry— Revenge   fou 

Skibbereen  I" 
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ERIN'S    PATRIOT    GIRLS. 

It  cheers  an  Irish  exile's  heart 

Above  all  otlier  jo^-s; 
To  act  an  unpretendino^  part 

With  comrade  Irish  Boys. 
And  as  we  prize  tiiat  sister  link, 

Ot  lovely,  lining  pearls  ; 
Rio'lit  g.illantly  we  rise  to  drink 

Green  Erin's  Patriot  Girls! 

Thongh  thonghtless  flirts  and  dainty  dames 

Ot  Irish  birth  or  blood, 
Look  coldly  on  the  hopes  and  aims 

Otonr  dear  sisterhood. 
We'll  have  their  sympathy  to  cheer 

The  "  wild  geese  "  throngh  all  perils — 
Still  you  are  donbly  near  and  dear, 

Green  Erin's  Patriot  Girl's  ! 

Onr  Celtic  mothers  hurled  the  stones 

From  Limerick's  gi-anite  walls. 
And  changed  the  wassail  shout  to  moans 

In  Norman  robber  halls  ! 
They  scorned  to  wed  their  father's  foes, 

Or  smile  on  slioneen*  carls  ; 
And  such  is  still  the  taith  of  those — 

Green  Erin's  Patriot  Girls.     * 

Our  last  great  struggle  for  the  cause, 

Iw  glorious  Ninety-eight; 
Had  woman's  teni-ful,  sweet  applause, 

The  pikes  to  stimulate. 
And  grissets  glowed,  and  bullets  grew 

As  last  as  flax-wheel  whirls; 
The  work  you're  longing  now  to  do, 

Green  Erin's  Patriot  Girls  ! 

With  hopeful  hearts  we  pledge  once  more 

Our  gentle  sister  guests  ! 
We  drew  onr  love  of  Gaelic  lore 

From  Irish   mothers'  breasts. 
Then,  comrades,  let  us  proudly  toast 

These  priceless  Celtic  pearls — 
Real  sliann-ock  buds,  the  exile's  toast, 

Green  Erin's  Patriot  Girls  ! 

—A  Celtic  word  of  ridicule,  meaning  "  upstart." 
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No  One  Can  do  Without 

READY  RECKONER. 

THE   VERY  BEST. 

"Yet  Griven  to  tlie  [Public. 

The  rapid  manner  in  which  businesss  is  now  conducted,  makes  it  necessary 
for  even  the  best  Cypherer  to  consult  a  simple  and  infallible  book  of  this 
kind ;  while  to  persons  but  slightly  acquainted  with  Arithmetic,  this  boos 
mil  be  invaluable.  It  is  so  plain  and  perfect  in  every  point,  the  desired  an- 
swer is  obtained  a:;  a  glance. 

Besides  all  the  details  usually  found  in  such  works,  SWEET'S  EEADY 
RECKONER  has  an  immense  amount  of  new,  very  valuable,  practical  infor- 
mation of  the  greatest  use  to  every  mechanic,  farmer  and  general  busiaeaa 
man. 

SWEET'S  READ?  RECKONER 

Contains  the  values  of  articles  by  the  Pound,  Ounce,  Barrel,  Yard,  etc.,  ftom 
1  to  1,000,  at  from  one-sixteenth  of  a  cent  to  one  dollai  ;  also  the  methods  of 
measuring  Timber,  Planks,  Scantlings  and  Boards,  thoroughly  explained 
with  extended  tables  of  the  same  ;  measiiroment  of  Saw  Logs,  with  fuU  ex- 
planations ;  measurement  of  Wells  and  Cisterns,  with  full  instructions  for 
Bi^e  of  any  required  capacity  ;  Boaixl  by  the  Day,  Week  and  Month  ;  Wages 
by  the  Day  and  Hour,  from  a  quarter  of  an  hour  to  one  month,  from  Fifty 
Cents  to  Four  Dollars  per  day  (perfectly  accurate) ;  Measurement  of  Cubes, 
Cylmders,  and  Boxes,  with  simple  and  perfect  explanations ;  the  French 
System  of  Weights  and  Measures  ;  Interest  Tables  at  6  and  7  per  cent.,  frora 
|1  to  $100,  from  one  day  to  one  year,  together  with  many  other  useful  and  in- 
dispensabla  Tables. 

BY  I.  D.  J.  Sl^EET, 
Author  cf  "  Elements  of  Draughts" 
This  book  contains  over  two  hundred  pages,  boimd  in  boards,  'with  % 
splendid  illuminated  cover. 

Price  50  Cents. 

A  handsome  and  durable  edition  of  this  work,  bound  in  cloth,  elegantly 
lettered  in  gilt, 

Price  75  Cents. 

3y  Copies  ofOu  above  sent,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price.    Address 
R.   M.   PE  WITT,  publisher, 

3S  Rose  Street,  N.  ^ 


MARRYATT'S  NOVELS 


De  Witt's  Uniform  and  Cheap  Edition. 

'•  Harry  Bluffs  "  and  "Tom  Bowlines  "  are  now  only  to  be  found  in  all 
their  native  colors  portrayed  in  the  pages  ot  Marryatt.  This  edition  is  from 
the  latest  revised  copy,  and  is  the  cheapest  in  the  world. 

PRICE  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS  EACH 


NEWTON  FOSTER.-One  pe- 
rusal of  tliis  will  give  a  clearer  idea 
of  a  seaman's  existence  than  a  voy- 
age around  the  Horn. 

iniDSHIPI^IAIV  E AS V. —This 
writer  never  wrote  a  dull  book,  and 
this  one  is  the  least  of  all  open  to 
that  fault. 

PETEK  SOIPLE.-Thisisone 
of  the  best  sea  stories  in  any  lan- 
guage. Thousands  have  laughed 
at  the  locker  full  of  fun  that  the 
Captain  opens  for  all. 

PACH.4  OF  ITIANY  TATES. 
The  many  tales  will  be  found  equal 
to  one  another,  and  all  excellent, 
and  never  tedious  in  length. 

THE  PIRATE  A!VD  THE 
THREE   CUTTERS. - 

Frowning  men,  clambering  aboard 
contested  craft ;  shots  exchanged  ; 
cutlasses  clashing — in  short,  fierce 
encounters  till  these  thrilling  pages. 

THE  KINfi'S  OWN. -Unal- 
loyed enjoyment — the  sea-breeze, 
the  exciting  espisodes,  the  novel 
scenes  and  persons,  without  the 
discomforts  attending  them. 

JAPHET    IN    SEARCH   OF 

A  FATHER. —There  has  risen 
not  one  worthy  to  wield  JIarryatt's 
pen.  No  reader  resirets  starting 
out  with  Japhet  in  his  long  search, 

SNARf.EYOAV,     THE     DOG 

FIEND.—  If  laughing  makes  peo- 
ple increase  in  bulk,  •'  Snarleyow  " 
would  have  been  found  guilty  of 
mikin;?  Daniel  Lamberts  of  the 
human  race. 


JACOR   FAITHFIJE.  -  There 

has  rarely  been  a  man  placed  in  a 
position  so  fitted  for  seeing  the  sail- 
or's life  as  Captain  Marryatt,  and 
never  one  so  able  in  portraying  it. 

FRANK  iniEDMAY.  —  Per- 
haps in  no  other  work  does  Marry- 
att better  evince  his  talent  than  he 
does  in  "  Fi-ank  Mildmay."  None 
can  beat  the  ''  Can." 

PERCIVAE      KEENE.   -  A 

thorough  knowledge  of  every  wish, 
hope,  and  fear  of  a  sailor,  makes 
Marryatt  the  best  nautical  novelist 
that  ever  lived. 

PHANTO.TI  SHIP.  — Now,  if 
anybody  knows  more  about  '•  Wiz- 
ard SkiftVi"  and  'Flying  Dutch- 
men "  than  Marryatt,  he  can  tak© 
our  tarpaulin. 

RATI.IN,  THE  REEFER.- 

The  happiest  days  of  our  existence 
were  when  we  were  '*  laying  off  " 
in  the  foretop  of  old  '•  ironsides," 
reading  this  charming  book  to  our 
all-delighted  messmates. 

THE  POACHER.  —  Marryatt 
proves  that  he  could  write  as  well 
of  "shore"  life.  The  adventures 
of  Joseph  Eushbrook  are  at  onco 
very  extraordinary  and  very  affect- 
ing. 

POOR   JACK. -The    history  of 
*     this  little  sea-side  waif  is  one  of  the 
most  genuine  narratives  of  a  sailor- 
boy's  cruise  that  has  ever  been  en- 
tered in  the  log-book  of  life. 


EgF"  Copifs  of  any  of  the  above  Books  will  be  seiit,  free  of  postage,  on  receipt  of 
(he  retail  price. 

Send  Cash  Orders  to  R.  M.  DE  WITT,  Publisher, 

No.  33  ROSE  STREET,  N.  Y. 

(Between  Duane  and  Frankfort  Streets.) 
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Valuable  Hand-Books  of  Games. 


EI.EMEXTS  OF  pRAUGOTS  ;    or,   Beginners' 

Sui-e  Guide.  Containing  a  thorough  and  minute  exposition  of  every 
principle  separately  explained  ;  together  with  Model  Games  Illustrative 
of  all  the  Openings.  Illustrated  with  diagrams  exhibiting  critical 
positions  to  be  won  or  drawn  by  scientific  play.  By  I.  D.  J.  Sweet, 
Draught  Editor  of  Th6  JVew  York  Clipper. 

This  is  a  very  fine  book,  and  acknowledged  authority  on  all  Games  of 
Draughts I*rice  50  Cents. 

An  elegant  edition,  cloth,  gilt  lettered Price  75   Cents. 

CHESS  PEAYER'S  INSTRUCTOR  ;    or,  Guide 

to  Beginners.  Containing  all  the  information  necessary  to  acquire  a 
knowledge  of  the  game ;  with  diagrams  Illustrative  of  the  various 
movements  of  the  pieces.  By  Chakles  Henry  Stanley,' Chess  Editor 
of  Harper's  Weefdy. 

This  Instructor-  has  never  had  a  superior.  It  is  very  neatly  and  strongly 
bound Price  50  Cents, 

An  elegant  edition,  cloth,  gilt  lettered Price  75   Cents. 

CEIPPER  CHESS  PROBLEM  TOURNATWIEIVT. 

To  which  a  large  number  of  original  and  a  few  selected  positions  have 
been  added— being  the  splendid  collection  of  Chess  Stratagems  for 
which  The  New  York  Clipper  recently  awarded  several  Gold  and  Silver 
Medals,  together  wil^h  many  additional  original  problems,  infrom^iwoto 
sixty-two  moves,  by  the  first  American  masters.  Edited  by  Myron  J. 
Hazeltine,  Esq.,  Chess  Editor  of  The  New  York  Clipper. 
A  small  32rao,  elegantly  bound  in  cloth,  and  handy  to  put  in  the  pocket. 
Price  Sl.OO 

MORPHY'S    MATCH    GAMES.      Beings   a    Full 

and  accurate   account  of  his  most  astounding  successes  abroad,  de- 
feating, in  almost  every  instance,   the  Chess  celebrities  of  Europe. 
Edited,  with  copious  and  valuable  notes,  by  Charles  Hew ry  Stanley, 
author  of  "  The  Chess  Playi^r's  Instructor." 
This  valuable  acquisition  to  Chess  Literature  contains  a  splendid  portrait 
of  Paul  Morphy,  the  Chess  Champion  of  tha  world,  engraved  on  steel,  in  the 
highest  style    of  modern  art,  By  J,  C.  Butt  re,  Esq.,  being  an  accurate  and 
most  perfect  transfer  of  one  of  Brady's  most  successful  photographs,  together 
with  a  fac-simile  of  Mr.  Morpliy's  autograph,  and  bound  in  flexible  muslin. 
Price  50  Ccnis. 

V^"  Copies  of  any  of  the  above  Books  sent  to  any  address  in  the  United  ,States  or 
Canada,  postage  free,  on  receipt  of  price.    Address 

E,  M.  DE  WITT,  Publisher, 

No.  33  ROSE  STREET,  ]V.  Y. 

{^Between  Duane  and  Frankfort  Streets.) 
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COST   TOB    fil£STl  CiST   XEtB   BEST  11 

JU&T   8 UG H  A    BOOK  AS 

Practical  Letter- Writer 

HAS  LONG  BEEN  NEEDED, 

As  most  -works  of  the  kind  were  either  too  verbose,  or  too  trite,  tame  and 
{inelegant.  This  book  hits  the  happy  medium  of  just  suiting  the  presen't 
time,  and  it  furnishes  examples  of  eveiy  style  worthy  of  imitation,  or  ot  being 
tsopied.  It  is  fast  superseding  all  the  antiquated  Letter-Writers  that  have 
long  outlived  their  ust^ulness.  So  great  is  the  sale  of  this  excellent  book  that 
U  may  truly  be  said  that  since  its  publication, 

*♦  Those  write  now  who  never  wrote  before, 
And  those  who  always  wrote,  now  write  the  more." 

Webster's  Practical  Letter-Writer 

CONTAINS 

ijeneral  Directions  for  Writing;  also.  Model  Letters — Family  Letters, 
Children's  Letters,  Letters  of  Friendship,  Letters  of  Symiwithy,  Love 
Letters,  Soldier's  Letters,  Letters  of  Distinguished  Men,  Letters  of  Dis. 
tingnished  Women,  Letters  of  Distinguished  Authors,  Business  lietters. 
Letters  of  Introduction.  Miscellaneous  Letters,  and  Model  Notes  of  Invi- 
tation. Together  with  Bible  Quotations.  Choice  Prose  Sentiments,  Select 
Poetical  Quotations  ;  aiso  a  Copious  Dictionary  ot  Synonyms,  all  the 
Latin,  French,  Spanish,  and  Italian  Words  and  Phrases  usually  met 
with ;  a  full  List  of  Abbreviations,  Mottoes  of  the  States,  and  a  Mode) 
of  Printer's  Proof  Corrections. 

•#*  This  book  contains  200  pages,  bound  in  boards,  with  splendid  illumi. 
aated  cover,  making  the  most  complete,  most  perfect,  most  elaborate,  most 
useful,  most  entertaining,  and  yet  simple  Letter- Writer  ever  produced.  It 
unitea  all  *.he  good  qualities  of  all  the  others,  with,  many  additional  features 
peculiar  to  itself. 

Price  50  Cents. 

A  very  handsome  and  durable  edition,  bound  in  cloth,  elegantly  lettered 
ngilt. 

Price  75  Centsh 

^. .        ■« 

W^  Copiti  qfthe  above  sent,  postage  free,  on  receipt  erf  price.    Addreu 

R.  M.  DE  WITT.  PuBLisHEE, 

33  Rose  Street.  IT,  IT* 


De  Witt's  Ten  Cent  Romances. 

Each  hook  contains  one  hundred  paijes,  printed  on  Bne  white  paper,  enclosed  in  a  handsome 

cover  with  au  illuatrative  engraving,  and  sold  at  the  remarkably  low  price  of  TEN  CENTS. 

No. 

No. 

No, 

1    Demon  of  the  Desert. 

40    Fair  Jocellne. 

79    The  Indian  Hnntrese. 

3  •  Prairie  Pete. 

41    The  Ice  King. 

88    The  Armorer  of  Paris. 

3    Wild  Bill,  the  Indian  Slayer 

42    War  Ragle, 

•  81    Spiky  Jonas. 

4    Death  Trail. 

43    The  Pirate  Queen. 

83    Featherhead  Snake. 

5    Grey  Eyed  lAxVe. 

44    The  Rattlesnake. 

83    Rolf,  the  Raven. 

6     Six  Shooter  Jim. 

45    Indian  Jake, 

84    Sea  Gull. 

7    Wreclter's  Victim. 

46    Mountain  Trapper. 

85    Spanish  Pirate. 

8    Storm  Child. 

47    Maidof  OldKentuck.  " 

86    Rose  of  Wisconsin. 

9    Captain  Bob. 

48    Reckless  Rob. 

87     Nick's  Mate. 

10    Wild  Bill's  First  Trail. 

49    Hildebrand,  the  Outlaw. 

88    Partisan's  Oath. 

11    Sam  Sutton. 

50    Outlaw's  Bride. 

89    Duke's  Piiae. 

12    Crawling  Snake. 

51    Onondaga  Giant, 

91    Prince  Corsair. 

13    BlgLige. 

52    The  RinK  Dove, 

91    Jala  Jala. 

14    Zolpli  Slaughter. 

53    Texan  Ranger. 

92    Conj  III  or  of  the  Iron  Cave. 

15    Leatheitkin. 

54    Mexican  Bravo. 

93    Flying  Cloud, 

16    Black  Beard. 

55    Outlaw's  Sister. 

94    S-a  Witch. 

17    >  deUide,  the  Avenger. 

56    Put  Martin. 

95    Wildash. 

18    JldPike. 

57     8«(1  Anderson, 

96    Commache  Bill. 

1?    Tiger  Head. 

58    'Bel  of  Piairie  Eden. 

97    OldManof  the  Wreck, 

'O    Jack  Long. 

59    CTiarles  Blackford. 

98    Magic  Figure  Head. 

n    Old  Eph. 

60    Jeannette  Wetmore. 

99    Rocky  Mountain  Jim, 

22    Wicked  Will. 

61    Ada,  the  Betrayed 

100    Red  Plume. 

23    Bis  Buffalo. 

62    Pearl  Necklace. 

101    The  Storm  Spectre. 

24    Murty,  the  Rover. 

63    Secrets  of  the  Old  Smithy. 

102    Texas  Jack. 

25     The  ley  Deep 

64    Mad  Maud. 

1 03    Nora  Mavoumeen. 

26    Mark  Manly. 

65    Ocean  Scout, 

104    Red  Dagger. 

27    Forrestal. 

66    Privateer  8  Perl 

105    Rattlesnake  Ralph. 

28    Neil  Nelson. 

67    Steel  Belt. 

106    SuHke  Eye  Sol. 

29    The  Silver  Bottle. 

68    Ellen  Hart, 

107    Wolf  Pang  Fritz. 

■     30    The  Eagle  Crest. 

69    Chief  of  the  Cowboys. 

108    Female  Trapper, 

31    Black  Ralph. 

70    Arthur  Denwood. 

109    Eagle  Beak. 

32    White  Wing. 

71    Yankee  Jim. 

no    White  Wolf. 

,      33    Wild  Bird. 

72    California  Karl. 

Ill    CraiyKlt, 

34    Island  of  Gold. 

73    Seth,  the  Skrlmmager. 

112    Tiger  Tom. 

35    Rodney  Ray. 

74    Pawnee  Pete. 

113    Kit  Caison-s  Raid. 

36    Red  Wing. 

75    The  Red  Arrow. 

114    Wrestling  Ralph. 

37    Avenging  Brother. 

76    The  0  -ean  Bloodhound. 

115    Firelight  Phil. 

38    Moloch,  tlie  Money  Lender. 

77    The  Sailor  Crusoe. 

116    The  Trail  Dog. 

39    Ramero.                                       78    The  D.-nion  Hunter.              ' 

CHAMPION  TEN  CENT  NOVELS 

v4aA4iY&*  iWii    ^Jdii    WmIN  1    iNWY£lMMa 

These  are  real  live  Novels,  and  up  to  the  times,  full  of  startling  acts  and  thrilling  events. 

Both  the  merit  of  the  stories  an.l  the  taking  style  in  which  they  are  gotten  up— with  very  etrlkiug 

and  attractive  colored  covers— must  cause  them  to  have  great  popularity. 

No,                                                  .  No. 

No. 

1    Ottawa  Jim. 

10    Scout's  Revenge, 

19    Roaring  Ralph, 

2    Swamp  Seth. 

11    Blanche. 

20    Red  Dan. 

3    Vulture's  Bride, 

12    Ivan,  the  Terrible. 

21    Catamount  Oris. 

4    Red  Foot. 

13    Phantom  Wrecker, 

22    Bowie  Knife  BllL 

5    Fanny  Campbell. 

14    Sea  Tiger, 

23    Mustang  Mike. 

6    Captain  Lovell, 

15    Girl  Pirate. 

24    Arizona  Abe. 

7    Red  Hatchet, 

16    Rube,  the  Ranger, 

25    Modoc  Jack. 

8    Mltty  Doyle, 

17    RtbelSpy. 

26    California  Joe. 

9    Grey  Hawk. 

18    Last  Witness. 

27    Despard,  the  "  Sport." 

Above  books  sent  to  any  add 

reus,  on  receipt  of  retail  pi  ice,  pc 

stage  fioe.    Address, 

RobertM.  DeWitt,  3 

3  Rose  Street,  N.  Y. 
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0»-  An  immense  Descriptive  Catalogue  ol  the  bent  Novels,  the  best  song  Books,  the  best  Music 

and  the  B-st  Plays,  unequalled  and  unxttHinxble  els-^where,  mailed  free  upon  applicatlcm  to 

R.  M.  DE  WITT,  Publisher,  33  Rose  Street,  New  York. 

LIBRftRY   OF   CONGRESS 


De  Witt's  Song  ar 


0  014  043  336 


t,.n«  **  ^H  "'^•i^r'V''  *'<"l'*""  ""  "'«  ^^'^  ^"n^*  "f  «he  dny,  adapted  to  well  known  •udpopular 
tuiieg.  and  will  be  fomi.l  lo  be  a  valuaule  H.;qui»itloii  to  tae  stock  of  dealers  popular 

l-arh  Book  contains  slxty-fonr  pages,  printPd  on  fine  white  paper,  and  enclosed  In  a  hand«oiii« 
cover,  with  an  Illustrated  Engraving,  and  sold  at  the  remarkably  lowprlc*  of  TEN  CENTS. 


No. 

1  Teddy  Regan. 

2  Phi  AlHlb.y. 

3  Slmnins  O'Brien. 

4  Wealing  of  the  Green. 

5  Tim  Finnegan's  Wake. 

6  Han.ly  Andy. 

7  Paddy's  Own. 

6  Jolly  Irishman. 

9  KockvkoadtoDuWIn 

10  NorahO'Xeil. 

1 1  Annie  Lanile. 

12  Meet  me  in  the  Lane. 

13  Gipsy's  Warning. 

14  Swi  igingin  the  Lane, 

15  Pretty  Little  Saral.. 

16  Paddle  yonrown  Canoe. 

17  Goose  Hangs  High. 

18  Vive  laCimpagnie. 

19  Naughty  Girl. 

20  Waiting  for  a  B'way  Stage. 

21  Big  Sunflower. 

22  Charley  Vivian's. 

23  Humpty  Dumpty. 

24  Black  Crook. 

25  Tilt  Skirt. 

26  Shaw's  American  Diadem. 

27  Sliaw's  Champion  Comic. 
2i  Who's  bet-n  Here,  Ac. 

29  Free  and  l-^sy  Comic. 

30  Fellow  that  Looks  like  Me. 

31  J.  8.  Berry's  Fiying  rrapez( 

32  J.  8.  Beny's  Comic. 

33  Pete  Morris'  Am.  Comic. 

34  Eph  Horn's  Own. 

35  Bobby  Newcomb'8 

36  Bryant's  Old  Virginia. 

37  Bryant's  Power  of  Music. 

38  Bryant's  Songs,  Dixie's  Land 

39  Bryant's Canebreak  Refrains. 

40  Bryant's  New. 

41  Hooley's  High  Daddy. 

42  Hooley's  Black  Star. 

43  Mat  Peel's  Banjo. 

44  UiMworih's  Burnt  Cork. 

45  Marnill  Darrell.No.  1. 

46  MacDill  Dairell,No.  2. 

47  Stars  and  Stripes,  No.  1. 

48  Stars  and  Stripes,  No.  2. 

49  Patriotic. 

50  Little  Lotta  Joker. 

51  Solon  Shingle's  Joke  Book. 

52  Red  Hot  Joker. 

53  New  Dime  American  Joker. 

54  MacDil  1  Darrell  Joker. 
65  Old  Abe's  Joker. 

56  Christy's  Burnt  Comicalities. 
5  7  Christy's  Clown  and  Joke. 
5  8  Smilh's  Clown  and  Joke. 
69  Captain  Jinks. 
60  Pulling  Hard  ag'Bt  the  Stream 


No. 

61  Mabel  Waltz. 

62  After  Dark, orTommy  Dodd. 

63  As  Through  the  Park  I  Go. 

64  WalkhiK  Down  Broadway. 

65  Genevieve  de  Brabant. 
fi6  Up  In  a  Balloon. 

67  Grent  Lingnrd. 

68  Velocipede. 

69  Daisy  Deane. 

70  Wandering  Refugee. 

7i  We  Parted  by  the  RWerSlde 

72  Lydia  Thomjison. 

73  Father  Mathew. 

74  That's  the  Style  for  Me. 

75  Sweet  Genevieve. 

76  Love  among  the  Roses. 

77  Little  Maggie  May. 

78  Chapman  Sisters 

79  Dan  Bryant's  Shoo  Fly. 

80  Lotta  Fire  Fly. 

81  Gus  WiUlsms'  Big  Noses. 

82  I'aiilinn  Markham. 

83  Won't  Q  o  Home  till  Mom'g 

84  Pleasant  Fell"W8  . 

85  Joe  Emmet's  Dletcher. 

86  Teddy  Kegi.n  Swaile. 

87  Rising  of  the  Moon. 

88  Slap  Bang. 

89  Yank»e  Robinson's  Amazon 

90  My  Father  Sould  Charcoal 

91  Beauliful  B«-ll8. 

92  Rovin'  Irish  Boy. 

93  How  is  that  for  High? 

94  Biolh  of  a  Boy. 
96  Alice  Dunning. 

96  Clown's  Shoo  Ply, 

97  Kelly  *  Leon's. 

98  Jenny  Wallace  Vocal  Gems 

99  Sol  Smith  Russell's. 

100  It'8  Nice  to  be  a  Father. 

101  Cohan's  Dublin  Jarvey. 

102  Dilven  from  Home. 

103  She's  a  Gal  o'  Mine. 

104  Broken  Down. 

105  Adolphns  Morning  Glory-. 

106  Guzzling  Jim. 

107  Put  Me  in  mj  Little  Bed. 

108  You  Know  How  'Tis,  Ac. 

109  Artful  Joe. 

110  It'8  Naughty  but  It's  Nice 
in  Mad  Butchei. 

112  Now  I  Lay  me  Down,  Ac. 

113  Brigham  Yoring. 

114  Old  Clown's  Whoa. 

115  Milburn'sGooil  asGold. 

116  Moet  andShan'on. 

117  Put  .vieln  my  B«-d  Joker. 

118  Brudder  Bones  Joker. 

119  Hokey  Pokey  ^oker. 

120  Buike's  Dublin  Carman. 


J2i  Jr?^]."""'^  Barney  the  Ouide. 

122  The  Clown's. 

123  Carry  the  News  to  Mary. 

124  Rhein  Wine  Sharley. 

125  If  Ever  1  Cease  to  LoTe. 

126  Heart  was  True  %u  Poll. 

127  Fatty  Stewart. 

128  Mary  had  a  Little  Lamb. 

129  Little  Fraud. 

130  Bryan  O'Lynn. 

131  Gus  Williams' I  Don't*  • 

132  Roach's  Last  Sensation. 

133  Band  Begins  to  Play. 

134  Down  in  A  Coal  Mliie. 

135  Jolly  Old  Clown. 

136  Foster's  F«v.irlleCl«wn 

137  Gu8Willlanis'M\gel8nyder 

138  Howe's  Great  Loudon. 

139  Wallace  Sinters. 

140  Central  Park  Show. 

141  Jennfe  Hughes' Seriocomic 

142  Ned  Turner's  New  bougstei 

143  All  Among  the  Hay. 

144  Canadian  Boat  Songster. 

145  Dolly  Vaiden. 

146  Barney  and  Nora  Songster. 

147  Internationcl. 

148  Courting  In  the  Kaln. 

149  Barney's  Courtship. 

150  Don't  Go,  Mollie,  Darling. 

151  OldMan'sD.uuk  Again. 

152  Ten  Thousand  Miles  Away, 

153  Faded  Coat  of  Blue  Soug'r. 

154  First  She  Would,  Ac 

155  Howe's  Great  London  Var. 

156  Agnes  Wallace  LItlleGem. 

157  Little  Jack  Klieppard. 

158  O'NeU's  Copper. 

159  Johnny  Smith's  Variety. 

160  Rodythe  Hover. 

161  Gus  Williams' German  Baud 

162  Billy  West's  Banjo  bolo. 

163  The  Dublin  Dan. 

164  Bullet's  Met.  Iheatre. 

165  Lyiia  Thompsou's  Dancing 

Quakers. 

166  The  Dundreary  Joker. 

167  Children  Ciy  for  tbeiii  Joker 

168  The  High  Jinks  Joker. 

169  Dan  Morris  new  li>jli  A  D'rh 

170  B^rry'sSongand  Dance  B  k 

171  Phv.  Irish  Patiloli.-.Sn.  I. 

172  Fav.  Laysof  G'n  Ik1...No  2. 
178  Fav.  Iriwh  Mmbuist.  No  8. 

174  Kngel'sBouquetolMelortleB 

175  Lovelock's  Com.  Kanjo  bolo 

176  Rvan's  Shandy  McGulre. 

177  Spring,  Gentle  Spring. 

178  That's  the  Way  the  Story  Ac 

179  The  Cotleea  Bawn. 


Abore  Books  Bent  to  »ny  address,  on  receipt  of  retail  i  ri  e,  postage  freo.     Address, 

Robert  M.  De  Witt,  33  Eose  St.,  N.  T. 


